
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



^\ s ^ 




\ 




^■^ 



I'^^X-*' 






THE 

r OEMS 

O F 

O T W A Y^ 
DUKE, 

AND 

J) O R S E T^ 






POEMS 



B T 



MR. THOMAS OTWAV. 



B 



C 3 J 

WINDSOR CASTLE, 

a MONUMENT to our late Sovereign King 
CHARLES II. of ever bleffed Memory. 

Dum' juga mentis aper, fluvios dum pifcis amabit, 
Dumque thyme pafcentur apes, dum rore cicadae ; 
Semper Honos, Nomenque ruum, Laud^fque mane- 

" hunt. 
Si caniraus fylvas, fylvae lint Confule dlgnae;" ViRC*. 



o the immortal Fame of our late dread Sovereign 
KingCHARLES XL of ever bleffed Memory; 
and to the facred Majefty of the moft auguft 
and mighty Prince JAMES IL now by the 
Grace of God King of England^ Scotland, 
France, and Ireland, Defender of the Faith, 
&c. this following Poem is in all humility dedi- 
cated by his ever devoted and obedient Subjeift 
and Servant,. . THO. OTWAY^ 



r'H O U G H poets immortality may givej 
*- And Troy does ftili in. Homer's numbers liv€ r 
!ow dare I touch thy praife, thou glorious fiame,. 
v^hich muft.bc-deatbltfs as thy rai^s A»nk«.> - 

B 4 ^N>X 
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But that I wanting fame am fure of thine 

To ctexnij^this h-mhle foi^ of mlpe ? 

At leaft the r em<^rv of that more than man, 

From whofe vaft mind thy glories firft began. 

Shall ev'n my mean and worthkfs verfe commend. 

For wonders always did his name attend. i 

Though now (alas !) in the fad grave he licr. 

Yet fliall hispraifefor ever live, and laurels from it rifi 

Great were the toils attending the command 
Of an ungrateful and a iliff-neck'd land, 
Wiiich, grown too wanton, 'caufe *twas ovcr-bleft, X] 
Would never give its nurfing fathe reft ; 
But, having fpoil'-d-the edge of ill-forg'd law. 
By rods and axes had been kept in awe ,• 
But ^hat his gracious hand the fceptre held, 
In all the arts of mildly guiding &iird ; 
Who fawthofe engines which unhing'd us move, 
Oriev'd at our follies with a father's love. 
Knew the vile ways we did t' afiii£i him take, 
And nvatch'd what hst&t we did to ruin make ; 
Yet when upon its brink we ieero'd to ftand, 
Lent to our fuccour a foigiviag hand. 
Though now (alas !) in the fad grave he lies, 
Yetfhall his praife for ever live, and laurels thence i 

Mercy 's indeed the attribute of heaven, 
Fojf gods have power to keep the balance even, 
Which if 'Itings lode, how can tboy govern well 
Metey ihoold paid^n, 'bvt<the fword compel : 
CoaUpB&M *9 tUe a kingdom's greateft hann. 
Its wanMk'tBgtuUn vM»^^^^^ 
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And round tfa6 throne themfelves in tusiuiu ipread, 35 
To heave the crown from a long-fuflferer's hea4. 
By example this that godlike king once knew. 
And after, by experience, found too true. 
Under PhilifHan lords we long had moum'dy 
When he, our great Deliverer, returned ; 40 

But thence the deluge of our tears did ceaie. 
The foyal dove fhew'd us fiich marks of peace : 
And when this land in blood he might hare laid. 
Brought balfam for the wounds ourfelves had .made. 
Though now (alas !) in the fad grave he lies, 45 

Yet Ihall hispraife for ever live, and laurels from it rife. 

Then matrons blefs'd him as he pafs'd along, 
And triumph echo'd through th' enfiranchis'd throng : 
On his each hand his royal brothers fhone, 
Like two fupporters of Great Britain's throne : 50 
The firft, for deeds of arms, renown 'd jl^ far 
'As Fame e*er flew to tell great tales of war j 
Of nature generous, and of ftedfaft mind. 
To flattery deaf, but ne*er to merit blind, 
Referv'd in pltafures, but in dangers bold, 55 

Youthful in a£Hons, and in condu£t old. 
True to his friends, as watchful o'er his foes. 
And a jaft value upon each bellows ; 
Slow to condemn, nor partial to commend, 
The brave man's patron, and the wrong'd man's 
friend. 60 

J»Jow juftly featcd on th' imperial throne, 
In which high fpheie no brighter flar e'er fhone 7 

B 3 Virtue's 
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Virtue's great pattern, and rebellion's dread. 
Long may he live to bruife that ferpent's head. 
Til] all his foes their juft confufion meet, €j 

And growl and pine beneath his mighty feet! 

The fccond, for debates in council fit, 
•Of ftcady judgment and deep piercing wit ; 
To all the nobleft heights of learning bred. 
Both men and books with curious fcarch had read^ p 
Fathom'd the ancient policies of Greece, 
And having form'd from all one curious piece. 
Learnt thence what fprings beft move and guide a ftate, 
And could with eafe direft the heavy weight. 
But our then angry fate great Glo'fter feiz'd, 75 

And never fince feem'd pcrfetl:ly appeas'd : 
For, oh ! what pity, people blefs'd as we 
With plenty, peace, and noble liberty. 
Should Co much of our old difeafe retain. 
To make us furfeit into ilaves again ! So 

Slaves to thofc tyrant lords whofe yoke we bore. 
And ferv'd fo bafe a bondage to before ; 
Tf et 'twas our -curfe, that bleffmgs flow'd too feft. 
Or we had appetites too coarfe to tafte. 
Fond Ifraelites, our manna *to refufe, 8j 

And Egypt's loathfome flelh-pots murmuring chufe. 
Great Charles faw this, yet hufli'd his rifmg breaft. 
Though much the lion in his bofom preft : 
But he for fway feem'd fo by nature made. 
That his own paflions knew him, and obey*d : 90 
Matter of them, he foften'd his command, 
The fword of rule fcarce thrcaten'd in his hand z 

Stent 
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Stem majcfty upon his brow might fit, 

But fmiles, ftill playing round it, made it fweet : 

So finely mix*d, had Nature dar'd t* afford 9$ 

One lead perfeftion more, h' had been ador'd. 

Merciful, juft, good-natur'd, liberal, brave, 

Witty, and pleafiire's friend, yet not her flavc : 

The paths of life by nobleft methods trod j 

Of mortal mold, but in his mind a god. 100 

Though DOW (alas !) in the fad grave he lies. 

Yet (hall his praife for ever live, and laurels from it rife. 

In this great mind long he his cares revolv'd. 
And long it was ere the great mind refolv*d : 
Till vvearinefs at laft his thoughts composed ; 105 

Peace was the choice, and their debates were closed. 
But, oh! 

Through all this ifle# where it feems moft defign'd. 
Nothing fo hard as wifh*d-for peace to find. 
The elements due order here maintain, 110 

And pay their tribute in of warmth and rain : 
Cool (hades and (beams , rich fertile lands abound. 
And Nature's bounty flows the feafons round. 
But we, a wretched race of men, thus bleft. 
Of fo much happinefs (if known, poflfeft) 115 

Miftaking every nobleft ufe of life. 
Left beauteous Quiet, that kind, tender wife. 
For the unwholfome, brawling harlot. Strife. 
The man in power, by wild ambition led, 
Envy'd all honours on another's head j 119 

And, to fupplant (bme rival, by his pride 
JEmbroiVa that (bte his wifdom ought to guide. 

B4 The 
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The prieftsy who bumble temperance fhould profefs. 

Sought filken robes aijd fat voluptuous eafe ; . 

So, with fmall labours in ^e vineyard fhown, 125 

Forfook God's harvcft to improve their own. 

That dajrk aenigma (yet unriddled). Law, 

Inflead of doing right and giving awe. 

Kept open lifts, and at the noify bar. 

Four times a year proclaimed, a civil war, 130 

Where daily kinfman, father, fon, and brother. 

Might damn their fouls to ruin one another. 

Hence cavils rofe *gainft Heaven's and Caefar's caufe. 

From falfe religions and corrupted laws ; 

Till fo at laft rebellion's bafe was laid, 135 

And God or king no longer were obey'd. 

But that good angel whole furmounting power 
Waited great Charles in each emergent hour, 
Againft whofe care hell vainly did decree. 
Nor fafter could dcfign than that forefee, x^ 

Guarding the crown upon his facred brow 
From all its Wackeft arts, was with him now, 
Aflur'd him peace muft be for him defign'd. 
For he was born to give it all mankind. 
By patience, mercies large, and many toils, i^c 

In his own realms to calm inteftine broils. 
Thence every root of difcord to remove. 
And plant us new with unity and love. 
Then ftretch his healing hands to neighbouring fhores. 
Where flaughtcr rages, and wild rapine roars j 1 ^o 
To cool tlieir ferments with the charms of peace, 
Wlio, fo their madncfs and tiicir rage might ceafe. 

Grow 
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Grow all. (crtibracing what fuch frencKhip brings) 
Like us the people, and like him their kings. 
But now (alas !) in the fad grave he lies, 1515 

Yet (ball his praife for ever live, and laurels from it rife. 

For this aflurance pious thanks he paid j 
Then in his mind the beauteous model laid 
Of that majcftic pile, where oft, his care 
A -while forgot, he might for eafe repair : 160 

A feat for fwcei retirement, health, and love, 
Britain's Olympus, where, like awful Jove, 
He pleas'd could fit, and his regards bellow 
On the vain, bufy, fwarming world below. 
E*cn I, the meancft of thofe humble fwains, iS'j 

Who fang his praifes tluough the fertile plains. 
Once in a happy hour was thither led. 
Curious to fee what Fame fo far had fpread. 
There tell, my Mufe, what wonders thou didft find. 
Worthy thy fong, and his celeftial mind. 1 70 

*Twas at that joyful hallow'd day's return, 
On which that man of miracles was born. 
At whofe great "birth appeared a noon-day ftar, 

Which prodigy foretold yet many more ; 
Did ftrange efcapcs from dreadful Fate declare, 175 

Nor Ihin'd, but for one greater king before. 
Though now (alas !) in the fad grave he lies, 
Yet fliall his praife forever live, and laurels from it rife. 

For this great day were equal joys prcparM, 
The voice of triumph on the hills was heard ; 180 
Redoubled (houtings wak*d the echo's round. 
And chearful bowls with loyal vows were cix^wn'd. 

But, 
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But, above all, %vithin thofc lofty towers^ 
Where glorious Charles then fpent his happy h 
Joy wore a folemn, though a fmiling face ; 
'Twas gay, but yet majeftic, as the place j 
Tell then, my Mufe, what wonders thou didfi 
Worthy thy fong and his celeftial mind. 

Within a gate of ftrength, whofe ancient frai 
Has outworn Time, and the records of Fame, 
A reverend * dome there ftands, where twice eac 
Affembling prophets their devotions pay, 
In prayers and hymns to heaven's eternal king. 
The cornet, flute, and fhawme, aflifiing as they 
Here Ifrael's myftic ftatutes they recount, 
From the firft tables of the holy mount. 
To the bleft gofpel of that glorious lord, 
Whofe precious death falvation has reftor'd. 
Here fpeak, my Mufe, what wonders thou didfl 
Worthy thy fong and his celeftial mind. 

Within this dome a fliining f chapel *s rais'd 
Too noble to be well defcrib'd or prais'd. 
Before the door, fix'd in an awe profound, 
I flood, and gaz'd with pleafing wonder round, 
When one approached who bore much fobcr graci 
Order and ceremony in his face j 
A threatening rod did his dread right hand poiz 
A badge of rule and terror o'er the boys : 
His left a maffy bunch of keys did fway, 
£.eady to open all to ail that pay. 

♦ St. George's Church, f St. George's Cli 
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This courteous fquire, obferving how amaz'd 
My ey«s betray 'd me as they wildly gaz*d, 
Thus gently fpoke : ** Thofe banners * rais'd on high 
*' Betoken noble yows of chivalry ; 
" Which here their heroes with religion make, 215 
** When they the erifigns of this order take." 
Then in due method made me underftand 
What honour fam'd St. George had done our land ; 
What toils he vanquifli'd, with what monfters ftrove ; 
Whofe champions fince for virtue, truth, and love, 220 
Hang here their trophies, while their generous arms 
Keep wrong fuppreft, and innocence from harms. 
At this m* amazement yet did greater grow, 
For I had been told all virtue was but fliowj 
That oft bold villainy had beft fuccefs, 225 

As if its ufe were more, nor merit lefs. 
But here I faw how it rewarded fhin'd. 
Tell on, my Mufe, what wonders thou didft find 
Worthy thy fong and Charles's mighty mind. 

I tum'd around my eyes, and, lo, a f cell, »3# 
Where melancholy ruin fecm*d to dwell, 
The door unhing'd, without or bolt or ward, 
Seem'd as what lodg'd within found fmall regard* 
Like fome old den, fcarce vifited by day, 
Where dark oblivion lurk'd and watched for prey. 235 

♦ Of the Knights of the Garter, 
t An old iile in the church, where the banner of a 
iead knight is carried, when another fucceeds him. 

Here* 
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Here, in a heap of confused wafte, I found 
Ileglef^ed hatcHments tumbled on the ground ; 
The fpoils of Time, and triumph of that fate 
Which equally on all mankind does wait : 
The heio, level'd in his humble grav6. 
With other men, was now nor great nor brave j 
Wliile here his trophies, like their mafter, lay, 
To darknefs, worms, and rottenriefs, a prey. 
ILJrg'd by fuch tlwughts as guide the truly great. 
Perhaps his fate he did in battle meet j 
Fell in his prince's and his country's caufe ; 
But what his recompence ? A fhort applaufe, 
Which he ne'er hears, his memory may grace, 
Till> foon forgot, another takes his place. 

And happy that man's chance who falls in time. 
Ere yet his virtue be become his crime ; 
Ere his abused defert be call'd his pride, 
dr fools and villains on his ruin ride. 
But truly bleft ii he, whofe foul can bear 
The wrongs of fate, nor think them worth his care ; 
Whofe mind no dilappointment here can ihake. 
Who k true dftimate of life does make, 
Knows 'tis uncertain, frail, and will have end. 
So to that prbfpc61: ftill his thoughts does bend ; 
Who, though his right a ftronger power invade, : 
Though fate opprefs, and no man give him aid, 
Cheer'd with th' alTu ranee that he there fhall find 
Reft from all toils, and no remorfe of mind ; 
Can Fortune's fmiles defpife, her frowtls out-brave. 
Far who *s a prince or beggar in the grave ? t 
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But if immprtaJ apy thing nqmaip. 
Rejoice, my Mufe, and fbrtve that en^ to gain. 
Thou kind diflTolver of encroaching care. 
And cafe of every bitter weight J bear. 
Keep from my foul repining, while I fing 27^ 

The praife aijd honour pf this gloripus king ; 
And farther tell what wonders thou didft find 
Worthy thy fong and his ccleflial mind. 

3eyond the Dome a * lofty tower appears. 
Beauteous in ftrcngth, the work of long-paft years, 275 
Old as his noble ftem, who there bears fway. 
And, lik? his loyalty, without decay. . 
This goodly ancient frame looks as it (food 
The mother pile, and all the reft her bipood. 
So careful watch fecms pioully to keep, . a,8o 

While undernejjth her wings the paighty fleep ; 
And they may reft, fince + Norfolk there coipman4s. 
Safe in his faithful heart and valiant hands. 

3ut now appears the J beauteous feat of Peace, 
Large pf extent, .and fit for goodly eafe ; 4,85 

Where n6bl6 order ftrikes the greedy fight 
With wonder, as }t fills it yvith delight; 
The maflyj^ralls fcem, as the womb pf earth, 
JSlmmk when fuch mighty quarries thence had burth; 
Or by the Theban founder they'd been rais'd, 290 
Ap4 in his powerfijil numbers (houldbe prais'd : 

!♦ Tfee Cftftle. .f TJie D^ke of Norfolk, Co^able 
of Windfor Caftk. % Tbe.Hc^fi:. 

Such 
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Such ftrength without does every where abound. 

Within fuch glory and fuch Iplendor 's found. 

As man's united ikill had there combin*d 

T* cxprefs wliat one great genius had defign'd. 29 j I 

Thus, when the happy world Auguftus fway'd, 
Knowledge was cherifli'd, and improvement made ; 
Learning and arts his empire did adorn, 
Nor did there one neglcfted viruie mourn j 
But, at his call, from fartheft nations came, 300 

Whilie the immortal Mufes gave him fame. 
Though when her far-ftretch'd empire flourifh*d moil, 
Rome never yet a work like this could boaft : 
No Ctfar e*cr like Charles his pomp exprefs'd. 
Nor ever were his nations half Co bleft : 305 

Though now (alas ! ) in the fad grave he lies, 
Yet fhall his praife for ever live, and laurels from it rife. 

Here, as all Nature's wealth to couit him preft, 
Seem'd to attend him Plenty, I'eace, and Reft. 
Through all the lofty roofs * defcrib'd we find 310 
The toils and triumphs of his god -like mind : 
A theme that might the nobleft fancy warm. 
And only fit for f his who did perform. 
The walls adom'd with richcft woven gold, 
Equal to what in temples Ihin'd of old, 315 

Grac'd well the luftre of his royal eafe, 
Whofe empire rcach'd throughout the wealthy feas ; 

♦ The Paintings done by f The Sieur Verrio, hit 
Majefty's chief Painter. 

Eafc 
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Eafe which he wifely chofe, when raging arms 
Kept neighbouring nations waking with alarms : 
For when wars troubled her foft fountains there, 3Z0 
She fwell'd her ftreams, and flow*d-in fafter here ; 
With her came Plenty, till our ifle fcem*d blefs'd 
As Canaan's fhore, where Ifrael's fons found reft.. 
Therefore, when cruel fpoilers, who have hurl'd 
"Waftc and confiifion dirough the wretched world, 32$ 
To after-times kave a great hated' name, 
The praife of Peace Ihall wait on Charles's fame ; 
His country's father, through whofe tender care, 
Like a luU'd babe fhe flept, and' knew no fear ; 
"Who, when (h* offended, oft would hide his eyes, 330 
Nor fee, becaufe it grieved him to chaftize. 

But if fubmiffion brought her to his feet. 
With what true joy the penitent he 'd meet ! 

How would his love ftill-ivith his juiHce ftrivc! 

How parent-like, how fondly he M forgive !' 335 

But now (alas !) in the fad grave he lies. 

Yet fliall his praife for ever live, and laureh from it rife. 
Since after all thofe toils through which he ftrove 

By every art of moft endearing love. 

For his reward he had his Britain found, 340 

The awe and envy of the nations round. 

Mufe, then fpeak more what wonders thou didft find 

Worthy thy fong and his celeftial mind. 

Tell now what emulation may infpire. 

And warm each Britifh heart with warlike fire 5 345 

Call all thy fifters of the facred hill^ 

And by the painter's pencil guide my quill ; 

Defcribe 
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Dcfcribc that lofty monumental* hall. 

Where England *s triumphs grace the fhining wall, 

When flie led captive kings from conquer'd Gaul. 

Here when the fons of Fame their leader meet. 

And at their feails in pompous order fit. 

When the glad iparkling bowl infpires the board. 

And ^ligh-rais'd thoughts great tales of war aflbxd, 

Here as a leflbn may their eyes behold * 35J 

What their vi£lorious fathers did of old ; 

W^hen their proud neighbours of the Gallic ihore 

Trembled to hear the Englifh lion roar. 

Here may they fee how good old f Edward (at, 

jAnd did his | glorious fon's arrival wait, 3(1 

When from the fields of vanqui(h'd Fraace he came^ 

FoUow'd by fpoils, and ulher'd in by Fame. 

In golden chains he their quell'd monarch led. 

Oh, for fuch laurels on another head ! 

UnfoiPd with floth, nor yet o'ercloy'd with peace, 36) 

We had not then learn 'd the loofe arts of eafe. 

In our own climes our vigorous youth were nun*dy 

And with no foreign educations curs'd. 

Their northern metal was prefcrv'd with care^ 

Nor fcnt for foftening into hotter air. 37< 

Nor did they 'as now frorp fruitlefs travels come 

With follies, vices, and difeafes home ; 

But in full purity of health and mind 

J^ept up the noble virtues of their kind. 

* Where St. George's Feaft is kept, 
t Edw. ni. J The Black Prince, 

6 H*^ 
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Had not falfe fenates to thofe ills difposM 375 

Which long had England's happinefs opposed 
With ftubborn fadtion and rebellious pride, 
.A^l means to fuch a noble end deny'd, 
To Britain, Charles this glory had reftor'd, 
And thofe revolted nations own'd their lord, , 380 
But now (alas !) in the fad grave he lies, 
Yet fhall his praife for ever live, and laurels from it rife. 

. And now furvey what 's open to our view. 
Bow down all heads, and pay devotion due. 
The * temple by this hero built behold, 385 

J^dorn*d with carvings, and o'crlaid with gold r 
Whofe radiant roof fuch glory does difplay. 
We think we fee the heaven to which we pray ; 
So well the artift*s hand has there delin'd 
The merciful redemption of mankind j 390 

The bright afcenlion of the Son of Gody 
When back through yielding ikies to heaven he rode, I 
With lightning round his. head, and thunder where | 

. he trod. 

Thus when to Charles, as Solomon, was given 
Wifdom, the greateft gift of bounteous heaven j 395 
A houfe like his he built, and temple raised. 
Where his Creator rriight be fitly prais'd j 
With riches too and honours was he crown'd^ 
Nor, whilft he liv'd, was there one like him found. 
Therefore what once to Ifrael's lord was faid, 40^ 
When ShebaU queen his glorious court furvey'd, 

* The Chapel at the end of the halL 

C To 
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To Charles's fame for ever fiiall remain^ 
Who di4 as wondrous things, who did as greatly reigo/ 
*' Happy were they who could before him ftand, 
"And faw the wifdom of his dread command;" .40$ 
For heaven rcfolv'd, that much above the reft 
Of other nations Britain fliould be blcft. 
Found him when banilh'd from his facred rights 
Try'd his great foul, and in it took delight; 
• Then to his throne in triumph did him bring, 410 

Where never i ul'd a wifer, juftcr king. 
But now (alas !) in the fad grave he lies, 
Yet fliall his praife for ever live, and laurels front it rife* 

Thus far the painter's hand did guide the Mufe, 
Now let her lead, nor will he fure refufe. 415 

Two kindred arts they are, fo near ally'd, 
They oft have by each other been fupply'd. 
Therefore, great man ! when next thy thoughts in- 

.. din^ 
The works of Fame, let this be the defign r 
As thou couldft beft great Charles's glory ihow, 420 
Shew how he fell, and whence the fatal blow. 

In a large iccne, may give beholders awe. 
The meeting of a numerous fcnate draw ! 
Over their heads a black difteraper'd Iky, 
And tJtirough the air let grinning Furies fly, 425 

Charg'd with commiffions of infernal date. 
To raife fell difcord and inteftine hate ; 
From tiieir foul heads let them by handfuls tnr 
Tlie uglieft fnakeS; and beil-lov'd favourites there, 

Then 
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Then whirl them (fpouting venom as they fall) 43^ 
'Mongft the a£fembled auHibers of the hall; 
There into murmuring bofoms let them go. 
Till their infcftion to confufion grow ; 
Till fuch bold tumults and ^iibrders n(e, 
As when the impious fons of «arth affaird the threatened 
&ies. 435 

But then let m^hty Charles at diftance iland, 
His crown upon his heady and fceptre in his hand;* 
To fend abroad his word, or with a frown 
Repel, aad dafli th* afpiring rebels down ; 
Unable to behold his dreaded ray, 440 

Let them grow blind, difperie, and reel away. 
Let the dark fiends the troubled air forfake. 
And all new peaceful order fcem to take. 

But, oh, imagine Fate t* have waited long 
An hour like this, and mingled in the throng, 445 
Roas'd with thofc furies from lier feat below, 
T' have watch'd her only time to give the blow : 
When cfxiel cares, by faithlcfs fubje6ls bred, 
Too clofely prcfs'd his facrcd peaceful head ; 
With them t* liave pointed her dcilroying dart, 450 
And through the brain found paiTage to the heart. 
Deep-wounding plagues avenging heaven bellow 
On thofe curs'd heads to whom this lofs we owe ! 
j On all who Charies's heart afHi£UDn gave. 
And fent him to the forrows of the grave ! 455 

Now, painter, (if thy griefs can let thee) draw 
The faddcft icenes that wecj^ng eyes e'er iaw i 

C a, How 
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How on- his royal bed that woeful day 
The much-latnented mighty -monarch lay ; 
Great in his fate, arid ev'n o'er that a king, 41 

Ko terror could the Lord of Terrore bring. 
Through many (leady and well>managM years 
He M arm'd his mind *gainft all thofc little fears. 
Which common mortals want the power to hide. 
When their mean fouls and valued clay divide. 44 
He 'd ftudy'd well the worth of life, and knew 
Its troubles many, and its blei&igs few : 
Therefore unmov*d did Death's approaches fee. 
And grew familiar with his deftiny; 
Like an acquaintance entertain'd his fate, 4^ 

Who, as it knew him, feem'd content to wait. 
Not as his gaokr, but his friendly guide. 
While he for his great journey did provide. 

Oh coaildfl thou exprefs the yearnings of his mind 
To liis poor mourning people left behind ! 47 

But that I fear will cv*n thy Ikill deceive. 
None but a foul like his fuch goodnefs could conceive 
For though a ftubborn race dcfcrving ill. 
Yet would he fliew himfelf a father flill. 
1 hercfore he chofc for that peculiar care, 48( 

His crown's, his virtue's, and his mercy's heir. 
Great James, who to his throne does now fuccced. 
And charg'd him tenderly his flocks to feed ; 
To guide them too, too apt to run aftray. 
And keep the foxes and the wolves away. 45^ 

Here, painter, if thou canft, thy art improve. 
And Uicw the wonders of fraternal love j 

6 How 
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How mourning James by fading Charles did ftantf, 
The dying grafping the funrlving hand ; 
How round each other's necks their arms they call, 490 
Moan'd with endearing murmurings, and embraced ; 
And of their parting pangs fuch marks did give,' 
*Twas hard to guefs which yet could Igpgeft live. 
Both their fad tongues quite loft the power to fpeak, 
And their kind hearts fccm'd both prepared to break. 495 

Here let thy curious pencil next difplay, 
How round his bed a beauteous offspring lay, 
With their great father's bleffing to be crown'd, 
Like young fierce lions ftretch'd upon the ground, 
And in majeftic filentforrow drown'd. 

' This done, fuppofe the ghaftly minute nigh, 
And paint the griefs of the fad ftanders-by ; 
Th' unweary'd reverend father's pious care, 
Offering (as oft as tears could ftop) a prayer. 
Of kindred nobles draw a ibrrowing train, 505 

Whofe looks may fpesk ho\v much they fhar*d his pain ; 
How from each groan of his, deriving fmart. 
Each fetch'd another from a tortur'd heart. 
Mingled with thefe, his faithful fer%'ants place, 
With different lines of woe in every face ; 510 

With downcaft heads, fwoln breafts, and ftreaming eyes, 
And fighs that mount in vain the unrelenting Ikies. 

But yet there ftill remains a talk behind. 
In which thy readicft art may labour find. 
At diftance let the mourning queen appear, 515 

(But where fad news too foon may reach heir ear;) 

C 3 Defcribe 
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Dcfcribc hsr proftrate to the throne above. 
Pleading with prayer the tender camfe of love : 
Skew troops q£ angels hovering fcom the iky 
(For they, whene'er ihe call'd, were always nigh) ; ^i% 
Let them attend her cries and hear her moan. 
With looks of beauteous iadxkefs like her own-, 
Becauie they know her lord's great doom is (eal'dy 
And casQQt (though (he aflcs it) be repealed. 

By this time think the worit of Fate is done^ 525 
So <iny farther lad defcription ihun. 
Shew him not pale and breathlefs on his bed^ 
^Tvvould make all gazers on thy art fall dead ; , 

And thou thyfelf to fuch a fcexte of woe 
Add a new piece, and thy own ftatue grow. 530 

Wipe therefore all thy pencils^ and prepare 
To draw a profpcft now of clearer air. 
Paint in an caftem flcy new dawning day, 
^nd there the embryos of time dilplay j 
The forms of many fmiling years to come, 535 

Juft ripe for ^irth, and labouring from their womb 5 
Kach ftruggling which ihall elderfhlp obtain, 
To be firft grac'd with mighty James's reign. 
Let the dread monarch on his throne appear. 
Place too the charming partner of it there. 540 

O'er his their wings let Fame and Triumph (pread. 
And foft-ey'd Cupids hover o'er her head ; 
In his, paint fmiling, yet majeftic grace, 
But all the wealth of beauty in her face. 
Then from the dififerent corners of the earth - 545 

Dcfcribc applauding nations coming forth, 

I Ilomaij^c 
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Homage to pay, or humble peace to gain, 
And. own aufpicious omens from hU reign* 
Set at long diftance his contraftcd foes 
Shrinking from what they dare not now oppofe ; 5 50 
Di-aw (hame or mean defp^ir'm all their eyes. 
And terror left th* avenging hand fliould rife. 
But where his fmiles extend, dtaw beauteous peace, 
The poor man*s chearful toils, the rich man's eafe i 
Here, fliepherds piping » their feeding fheq>, 555 

Or ftretch'd at length in th«ir warm huts afleep ; 
There jolly hinds fpread through the fultry fields. 
Reaping fuch harvefts as their tillage yields ; 
Or fhelter'd from the fcorchings of the fun. 
Their labours ended, and rtpaft begun ; t^Go 

Rang'd on green banks, which they themfelves did railc, 
Singing their own content^ aad rpler's praife* 
Draw beauteous meadows, gardens, groves, and bowers, 
Where Contemplation befl: may pafs her hours-: 
I'illM with chafte lovers plighting conftant hearts, 565 
Rejoicing Muf^s, and encouraged Arts. 
Draw every thing like this that tl^ught ean fram€, 
Beft fuiting with thy theme, great James's fame. 
Known for the man who from his youthful years. 
By mighty deeds has earn'd the crown he wears j 570 
Whofe conquering arm far-envy*d wonders wrought. 
When an ungrateful people's caufe he fought ; 
When for their rights he his brave f\vord employ M, 
Who in return would have his rights deftroy'd ; 
But heaven fuch injur'd merit did regard 575 

(Ay hetven in time true viitue will reward); 
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So to a throne by Providence he role. 

And all who e*er were his^, were Providence's foes. 

THE ENCHANTMENT* 

I. 

I DID but look and love a-while» 
'Twas but for one half-hour ; 
Then to refifl I had no will 
And now I have no power. 
II. 
To fighy and wifh, is all my eafe t 

Sighs, which do heat impart. 
Enough to melt the coldefl ice. 
Yet cannot wand your heart. 
III. 
O ! would your pity give my heart 

One comer of your bread, 
*Twould learn of yours the winnmg art^ 
And quickly ^eal the reft. 



TH 



' THE 

f OET'S COMPLAINT OF HIS MUSE: 

O R, 

A SATIRE AGAINST LIBELS. 

" Si quid habcnt veri vatum praefagia^ vivam." 

To the Right Honourable Thomas Earl of 
O s s o R y , Baron of Moor Park, Knight of the 
moft Noble Order of the Garter, &c. 

MY LORD, 

^ I ' HOUG H never any man had more need of excu(e 
-*- for a prefumption of this nature than I have now • 
yet, when I have laid out every way to find one, your 
lordfhip*s goodnefs muft be my bed refuge : and there- 
fore I humbly caft this at your feet for prote6Hon, and 
myfcif for pardon. 

My Lord, I have great need of protcftion j for to 
the bcft of my heart I have here publifhed in feme 
meafure the truth, and I would have it thought honeilly 
too (a prance never more out of countenance than 
now) : yet truth and honour are things which your lord- 
ihip muft needs be kind to, becaufe they are relations 
to yonr naturey and never lefit you* 

'Twould 



ftS OT WAY'S POEMS. 

*Twould be a fecond prefumption in me to pretend 
in this a panegyric on your lord (hip ; for it would re- 
quire more art to do your virtue juftice, than to flatter 
any other man. 

If I have ventured at a hint of the prefent fufferings 
of that great prince mentioned in the latter end of this 
paper, with favour from your lordfhip I hope to add a 
fecond part, and do all thofe great and good men 
jufticp, that have in his calamities Ituck faft to 6> 
gallant a friend and fb good a mailer. To write and^ 
finiih which great fubjedl faithfully, and to be honoured 
with your lordibip's patronage in what I may do^ and 
your approbation, or at leaft pardon, in what I have 
done, will be the greateft pride of. 
My Lord, 
Your moft humble admirer and fervanF, 

Thomas Otway. 



ODE. 

^TPO a high hill where never yet flood tree, 
•*- Where only heath, coarfe fern, and furzes grow, 

Whc»€ (nipt by pterctng air) 
The flocks in tatter'd fleeces hardly gaze. 

Led by uncotidi thoughts and care. 
Which did too much his penfivc mind amaze, 
A wamdcring bard, whofic Mufc was crazy grown, 
Cloy'd with the uau&aas follies of the buzzing town. 
Came, look*d about hhn; figh'd^andUud hb&down 

'Twa 
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19 'T\Tas iai from awiy fath, but nvhcve the earth 
«i Was bare, and naked all as at her birth , 
s ' When h^ the word it firft was made, 

£re: God had faid, 
Ic Let grafs and herbs and erery green thing grow, 
'*Vith fruitful trees after their kind, and it was fo. 
-The whifdlng wnis blew fiercely round his head, 
Olxi was bis lod^ng^ hard his bcd^ 
Alioft his eyes on tbe wide hcsTens he caAr 
Where we are told Peace only *s found at laft : 
And as he did its hopelefs diftance fee, 
SiglVd deep,, aod cry^d, How far is Peace from me ! 

II. 

Hob: ended there his moasL': 
The diftance of his futnre joy 
^ad been enough to give him pain alone f 

But who can undergo 
iDefpair of eaiCe to come, widn weight of preient woe ? 

Down his affli£bd face 
The trickling tears h»d ftream'd fb f aft a pace, 
As left a path worn by ihdr briny race* 

Swoln was his brcaft with fighs^ hk well- 
propoction'd limbs as ufelefs fell, 
"Whilfb the poor tmnl. (unable to fbfiain 
Itfclf) lay rackt,. and finking with its pain. 
I heard his groans as I ^'as walking by, 
And (urg*d by pity) went afide, to iee 

Wbfat the &d cattie could be 
Had prefs'd his jflbtfe ib kfvv>aadiui'd hiaplaintcfi) bigH. 

On 



) 



30 OT WAY»S POEMS. 

Arc gallantry and wit, 
Becanfe to their lewd underflandings fit) 
Were tirofc wherewith two year$ at kxaft I fpeat. 
To all their falfome follie$ moft incorrigibly 
Till at die kft, tnyfelf more to sbuie, 
I grew in love wiA a deoeitf ui Mufe. 



No fair deceiver ever us'd fuch charms, 
T' enfnare a tender youth, and win his heart 
Or, when ihe had him ia her 
Secur'd his love with greater art, 
I fancy'd, or I dream'd (as poet* aiwuys do) 
No beauty with my Mufe*8 mi^t compare. 
Lofty fhe fccm'd, and on her front fat a ma^eftic nr, 
Awful, yet kind ; fcvcre, yet £air4 
Upon her head a crown fhe bore 
Of laurel, which (he told me fhould be mine : 
And round her ivory neck ihe wore 
A rope of largeft pearl. Each part of her did Ihiac 
With jewels and with gold, "J 

Numberlefs to be told j I 

Which in imagination as I did behold, J 

A nd lov'd, and wondered more and morci 
Said fhe, Thefc riches all, my darling, fhall be tiuAe, 

Riches which never poet had before. 
She promisM me to raifc my fortune and my nMne, 
By royal fovDur, and by endlefs fame j 
But ncrer told 
How hard they were to get, how difficult to hold. 

Thus 
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Thus by the arts of this mojft fly 
Dduder was I caught, 
To her bewitching bondage brought. 
Eternal conftancy we fwore, 

A thoufand times our vo%vs Were doubied o'er : 

And as we did in our entrancements lie, 

I thought no pleafure e'er xvas wrought fo high, 

No pair fo hapjyy as my Mufe and I. 
VI. 
Ne'er was young lover half fo fond 
When firft his pufillagc he loft, 
Chr could of half my pleafure boaft. 
Wc never met but we en joy 'd. 
Still tranfported, never cloy'd. 
Chambers, cloicts, fields, and groves, 
Bore witnefs of our daily loves ; 
And on the bark of every tree 

You might the marks of our endearments (ee. ^ 
Diftichs, pofies, and the pointed bit^ 

Of iatire (written when a poet meets 

His Muie's caterwauling fits) 

You might on every rhind behold, and fwear 

I and my Clio had been at it there. 

Nay, by my Mufe too I was bleft 
With offsprings of the choicefl kinds. 
Such as have pleas 'd the nobleft minds. 

And been approved by judgments of the beft. 

But in this nK)ft tranlporting height. 
Whence I look'ddown^ and laught atfate, 

All 
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All of a fudden I was altered grown ; "j 

I round me looked, and fo^nd myfelf alone ; 
My faithlefs Mufe, my faihlefs Mufe, was gone : J 

I try*d if I a verfe could frame : 
Oft I in vain invoked my Clio's name. 

The more I ftrove, the more I fail'd ' 
' I chaPd, I bit my pen, curft my dull AluU, and rail'd> 
Rf folv'd to force m' untoward thought, and at the \a& 
prevaird. 

A line came forth, but fuch a oncj 
Kg travailing matron in her child-birth pains, 
Full of the joyful hopes to bear a fon, 
Was more aflonifh'd at th' unloak'd-for ihape 
Of fome deform'd baboon, or ape. 
Than I was at the hideous ilTue of my brains. 

I tore my paper, ftabbM my pen, 
And fwore I 'd never write again, 
Rtfolv*d to be a doating fool no more. 
But when my reckoning I began to make, 
I/ound too long I 'd flept, and was too late awake 
I found m' ungrateful Mufe, for whofe falfe fake 
I did myfelf undo, 
Had robb'd me of my deaceft flore^ 
My preciouSk time, my friends, and reputation too ; 
And left me helplcf», friendlefs, very proud, and poor. 

VIL 
lleafon, which in bale bonds my folly had enthrall' d, 
I ftraight to council call'd ; 
Like fome old faithful friend, whom long ago 
I had caihier'd, to pleaie my flattering fair« 

To 
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To me with readinefs he did repair j 
^ Exprefs'd much tender chearfulnefs, to find 
? . Experience had reftor'd him to my mind ; 
' And loyally did to me ihow, 

How much tumfelf he did abuie, 
: Who credited a flattering, falfe, deftru£tive, treacherous 
Mufe. 
I aik'd the caufes why. He faid, 
*Twas never known a Mufe e'er ftaid 
When Fortune fled ,• for Fortune is a ]>a>yd 
To all the Nine that on Parnaflus dwell, 
Where thofe fo fam'd delightful fountains fwell 
Of poetry, which there does ever flow ; 

And where wit's lufty, ihining god 
Keeps his choice feraglio. 
So whilft our fortune fmilts, our thoughts afpir^, 
Pleafure and fame 's our bufinefs, and defire. 
Then, too, if we find 
A promptnefs in the mind. 
The Mufe is always ready, always kind. 
Qut if th' old harlot. Fortune, once denies 
Her favour, all our pleafure and rich fancy dies, 
And then th' young, flippery jih, the Mufe,. too f 
us flies. 

VIII. 
To the vhole tale I gave attention due ; 
, And a» right fearch into myfelf I made, 
I found all he had faid 
Was very honeft, very true. 

D O how 
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O how I hugg'd my welcome frieai 
And much my Mufe I could not difcommend ! 
For I ne'er liv*d in Fortune's grace,] 
She always tum*d her back, and fled from me apace, 
And never once vouchfef 'd to let me fee her fece. 
Then, to confirm me more. 
He drew the veil of dotage from my eyes : 
See here, my fon, (faid he) the valued prize; 
Thy fulfome Mufe behold, be happy, and be wife. , 
I look'd, and faw the rampant, tawdry quean, 

With a more horrid train 
Than ever yet to fatire lent a tale. 

Or haunted Chloris in the malL 
The firft was he who ftunk of that rank verfe 

In which he wrote his Sodom Fant; 
A >vretch whom old difeaies did fo bite. 

That he writ bawdry fute in ipite. 
To ruin and difgrace it quite. 
Philofophcrs of old did fo exprefs 
Their art, and (hew'd it in their naftinefs. 

Next him appear'd that blundering km 
Who a late Seffion of the Poets wrote. 
Nature has mark'd him for a heavy fool ; 

By 's flat broad face you'll know the owL 
The other birds have hooted him from light ; 
Much buffeting has made him love the night. 
And only in the dark he (brays ^ 
Still wretch enough to live, with wor(e fools fpends 
his days, 
And for old (hoes and fcraps repeats dull plays.- 

Then 
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J Then next there foUow'd, to make up the throng, 
^[ Lord Lampoon and Monfieur Song, 

Who fought her love, and promised for*t 
To make her famous at the court. 
The City Poet too was there. 
In a black fatui cap and his own hair, 

And begg'd that he might have the honour 
To beget a pageant on her 
For the city's next lord-mayor. 
Her favours ihe to none deny'd : 
They took her all by turns afide. 
Till at the laft up in the rear there came 
The Poets' fcandal, and the Mufes' (hame, 
A beaft of monihrous guife, and Libel was his name 
But let me paufe, for 'twill alk time to tell 
How he was bom, how bred and where, and where he 
now does dwell. 

IX. 
He pau8*d, and thus renew'd his tale. 
Down in an obfcure vale, 
'Midd fogs and fens, whence mids and vapours rife, 
Where never fun was fcen by eyes, 
Under a defert wood. 
Which no man own*d, but all wild beads were bred. 
And kept their horrid dens, by prey far forag'd fed. 
An ill-pird cottage ftood. 
Built of men's bones flau^ter'd in civil war. 
By magic art brought thither from afar. 

There liv*d a widow'd witcl^ 

Da That 
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That uk*d to mumble curfes eve and moniy 

Like one whom wants and care had won 
Meagre her looks, and funk her eyes, 
Yet mifchicfs (ludy'd, difcords did devife. 
8h' appeared humble, but it was her pride : 
Slow in her fpeech, in iemblance fan^fy'd. 
Still when (he fpoke (he meant anodier way ; 

And when (he curs'd, Ihe fecm'd to^ 
Her helliih charms had all a holy drefs. 

And bore the name\>f godlinefs, 
AH her familiars feem'd the Tons of Peace. 

Honeft habits they all wore. 
In outward ihow moft lamb-like and divine t 
But inward of all vices they had ftore, 
Greedy as wolves, and (enfual too as fu'ine. 
l^ikc her, the facred fcriptures they had all by heart, 
Moft cafily could quote, and turn to any part. 
Backward repeat it all, as witches their prayers do, 
And, for their turn, interpret backward too. 
Idolatry with lier was held impure, 
Ikcauie, bcHdes herfelf, no idol ihe 'd endure. 

Though not to paint, fhe 'd arts to change the face, 

And alter it in heavenly fafhion. 
Lewd whining fhe defin'd a mark of grace. 
And making ugly faces was mortification. 

I!cr late dead pander was of well-known fame, 
OW Prelbyter Rebellion was his name : 
She a fwom foe to king, his peace, and laws,. 
So will be ever, and was call'd (blcfs us !) the good old 
caufc. 

X. A 
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li X. 

■ A time there was (a fad one too) 

ek When ali things wore the face of woe, 

t When many horrors rag'd in this our land, 
And a deftroying angel was fent down. 
To fcourge the pride of this rebellious town. 
t He came, and o'er all Britain ftretch'd his conquering 
hand : 
Till in th' untrdddon ftrcets unwholfome grafs 

Grew of great ftalk, its colour grofs, 
And melancholic poifonous green ; 
'Like thofe coarfe fickly weeds on an old dunghill fcen, 
Where fomc murrain -murther'd hog, 
Poifon'd cat, or ftrangled dog, 
In rottcnnefs had long unbury'd laid, . 

And the cold foil produftive made. 
Birds of ill omen hover'd in the air, 
And by their cries bade us for graves prepare j 
And, as our dcftiny they feem'd t* unfold, 
Dropt dead of the fame fate they had foretold. 
That dire commiflion ended, down there came 
Another angel with a Avord of flame : 
Defolation foon he made. 
And our new Sodom low in aflies laid. 
Diibra£Uons and diftrufts then did amorigll us rife. 
When, in her pious old difguilc, 
Thi« witch with all her mifchief-making train 
Began to Ihew herfelf again. 
The fons of Old Rebellion ftraight (he fummon'd all ; 
Straight they were ^i^ly at her caH : 

D 3 Oiicfe 
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Occe Exre ch' eld bait before their cjcs Att caft. 
Tbat aad her Icvc they Imig'd to tafie 
And to bcr luft flic drew them all at bift« 
So Retibcn (we may read of heretofore) 
Was led a&ra j, and had poUutioii with his father's witf 
XI. 
The better to conceal her lewd intent 

In (afety from obferving eyes, 
Th' old finimpet did herfelf difgwft 
In comely weeds, and io the city went, 
Afieded truth, much modefty and grace. 
And (like a wom-out-fuburb-trull) paft diere for 
new £ace. 
Thither all her lovers flock'd. 
And there for her fupport ftie found 
A wight, of whom Fame's trumpet much does ibuiA 
With all ingredients for his bufmefs ilock'd. 
Not unlike him whofe ftory has a place 

In th' annals of Sir Hudibras. 
Of all her bufincfs he took care» 
And every knave or fool that to her did repair. 
Had by him admittance there. 
By his contrivance to her did rcfort 
All who had been difgufted at the court. 

Thofc whofe ambition had been croft, 
Or by ill -manners had preferments lolV, 
Were thofc on whom (he pra£^is'd mod her channS) 
Lay ncareft to her heart, and oftcntft in her arms. 
Intcrvft in cvciy faction, every fe6t, fhc fought ; 
And to her lure, flattering tlicir hopes, flic brought 

■\l! 
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AH thofc who ufe religion for a faihion. 
Ail fuch as praftife forms, and take great pains 
* To make their godlinefs their gains, 

And thrive by the diflraftions of a nation, 
She by her art enfnar*d, and fetter 'd in her chains. 
Through her the Atheift hop'd to purchafe toleration. 
The rebel power, the beggar'd fpend-thrift lands. 
Out of the king's or bifhops' hands. 
Nay, to. her fide at laft ihe drew in all the rude. 
Ungovernable, headlong multitude : 
Promis'd fbange liberties, andSure redrefs 
Of never-felt, unheard-of grievances : 
Pamper'd their follies, and indulged their hopes. 
With May-day routs, November fquibs, and burning 
paflcboard popes. 

XII. 
With her in common lull did mingle all the crew. 
Till at the laft ihe pregnant grew, 
And from her womb, in little time, brought forth 
This monflrous, moft detefted birth. • 
Of children born with teeth we 'vc heard. 
And fome like comets with a beard j 
Which feem'd to be fore-runners of dire change : 

But never hitherto was feen. 
Born from a Wapping drab, or Shored itch quean, 
A form like this, fo hideous and fo ftrange. 
To help whofe mother in her pains, there came 
Many a well-known dame. 
The bawd Hypocrify was there, 
And madam Impudence the fair: 

D 4 Di»r»*e 
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'13ame Scandal with her (quinting eyes. 
That loves to fet good neighbours at debate. 
And raife commotions in a jeaTous ftatey 
Was there, and Malice, queen of far-(pread lies. 
With all their train of frauds and forgeries. 
But midwife Mutiny, that bufy drab, 

That 's always talking, always loud, 
Was fhe that firft took up the babe. 
And of the office moft was proud. 
Behold its head of horrid form appears : 
To fpite the pillo^ it had no ears. 
When ftraight the bawd cry'd out, 'twas furdy kin 

To the bleft family of Pryn. 
But Scandal ofFer'd to dcpofe her word. 
Or oath, the father was a lord 
The nofe was ugly, long, and big. 
Broad, and fnouty like a pig ; 
Which fhew'd he would in dunghills love to dig 
I^v'd to caft ftinking fatires up in ill-piPd rhymes. 
And live by the corruptions of unhappy times. 
XITI. 
They promis'd all by turns to take him, 

And a hopeful youth to make him. 
To nurfe he ftraight was fent 
To a fiftcr-witch, though of another fort. 
One who prof eft no good, nor any meant : 
All day die pra£lis'd charms, by night (he hardly flept. 
Yet in the outcafts of a northern fa£Uous town, 
A little fmoaky manfion of her own, 
Wlicre her familiars to her did refort, 

I A cell 
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J, A cell flic kq>t. 

1 Hell (he ador'd, and Satan was her god 5 

And many an ugly loathfome toad 
,. Crawl'd round her walls, and croak'd. 

Under her roof all difraal, black, and finoakM, 

Haifbour'd beetles, and unwholfome bats, 
Sprawling neft« of little cats j 
All which were imps ihe cheriihM with her blood. 
To make her fpells fuccecd and good. 
Still at her fhrivcl'd breafts they hung, whene'er man- 
kind Ihe curftv * 
And with thefe fofter-brethren was our monflcrnurft. 
In little time the hell -bred brat 

Grew plump and fat. 
Without his leading-firings could walk. 
And (as tl^ forcerefs taught him) talk. 
At feven years t)ld he went to fchool^ 
Where firll he ^w a foe to rule. 
Never would he learn as taught, 
-But ftill new ways affefted, and new methods fought* 
Not that he wanted parts 
T* improve in letters, and proceed in arts 5 
But, as negligent as fly. 
Of all perverfenefs brutilhly was full, 
(By nature idle) lov'd to ihift and lie. 

And was obftindtely dull. 
Till, fpite of Nature, through great pains, the fot 
.(And th' influence of th' ill genius of our land) 
At iafl in part began to underihind. 
Some infight in the Latin tongue he got | 

Could 
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Could fmatter pretty well, and write too a plain hantl 
For which his guardians all thou^fit, 
In compliment ta his moil hopeful wit. 

He ihould be fent to learn the laws» 
And out of the good old to raife a damn*d new aule. 
XIV. 
In which the better to improve his mind. 
As by Nature he was bent 
To fcarch in hidden paths, and things long bury'd bl^ 
A wretch's converfe much he did frequent : 
One who this world, as that did him, difbwn'd, 
. And in an unfrequented corner, where 

Nothing was pleafant, hardly healthful found. 

He led his hated life. 
Needy, and ev'n of necefiaries bare. 
No fcrvant had he, childrop, friend, or wife : 
But of a little remnant, got by fraud, 
(For all ill turns he lov'd, all good detefted, and ht- 

liev'd no God) 
. Thrice in a week he ehang'd a hoarded groat, ] 
With which of beggars fcraps he bought. [ 
Then from a neighbouring fountain water got. 
Not to be clean, but flake his thirft. 
He never bleft himfelf, and all things clie he curft. 
The cell in which he (though but feldom) ilept, 
Lay like a den, uncleans'd, un(\vept: 
And there thofc jewels which he lov*d he kept j 
Old worn-out (latutcs, and records 
Of common privileges, and the rights of lords. 
But bound up by themfclvcs with care were laid 

AC 
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All the a£i:s, rcfolves, and orders, made 
By the old long Rump-parliament^ 
Through all the changes of its government : 
From which with readinefs he could debate 
Concerning matters of the ftate. 
All down from goodly forty-one to horrid forty-eight. 
XV. 

His friendftiip much our monfter fought 
By inftinfty and by inclination too : 
So without much ado 
They were together brought. 
To him obedience Libel fwore, and by him was he 
taught. 
He learnt of him all goodnefs to deteft ; 

To be afham'd of no difgrace ; 
In all things but obfcdience to be beaft j 
To hide a coward's heart, and fhew a hardy face. 
He taught him to call government a clog,. 
But to bear beatings like a dog ? 
. T* have no religion, honefty, or fenfe, 
But to profefs them all for a pretence. 

Fraught with thefe morals, he began 
To compleat him more for man : 
Diftinguiih'd to him in an hour 
'Twixt legillative and judicial power ; 

How to frame a commonwealth. 
And democracy, by ftealth ; 
To palliate it at firft, and cry 
'Twas but a well-mixt monarchy. 
And trcafon Jalus ^o^uH j 
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Into r^llion to divide tbe nation^ 
Bj fair comnuttecs of afibciatioii ; 

How by a lawful means to bring 
In anns againft himielf the king. 
With a diMcgoiihing old trick, 
Twixt peribns natural and politic ; 

How to make faithful ierrants traitors 
Thorough-pac'd rebels Icgiflators, 
And at lad troopers adjutators. 
Thus well inform'd, and fumifh'd with enough 
Of fuc'h-like wordy, canting fluff. 
Our blade fet forth, and quickly gre>T 
A leader in a fa6^ious crew. 
Wherc-e*er he came, 'twas he firft filencc broke. 
And fwell'd \%'ith every word he fpoke. 

By which becoming faucy grace. 
He gainM authority and place : 
By many for preferments was thought fit, ' 
For talking treafon without fear or wit ; 

For opening failings in the ftate ; ^ 

For loving noify and unfound debate, I 

And wearing of a myftical green ribband in his liat. J 
XVI. 
Thus, like Alcides in his lion's Ikin, 

He very dreadful grew. 
But, like that Hercules when Love crept in. 

And th* hero to his diftaff drew. 
His foes that found him faw he was but man : 
So when my faithlefs Clio by her fnarc 
Had brought him to her arms, and I furpriz'd him there, 
At once to hate and fcom him I began ; 

T« 
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To fee how fooliihly fhe M drcft. 
And for diverfion trick'd the bcaft. 
He was poetry all o'er. 
On every ikle, behind, before > 
About him nothing could I fee 
But party-colour'd poetry. 
Painter's advices, litanies. 

Ballads, and all the fpurious excefs 

Of ills that malice could devife. 

Or ever fwarm'd horn a licentious prefs, 

Hung round about him like a fpell r 
And in his own hand too was writ, 
That worthy piece of modem wit. 
The country's late appeal. 

But from fuch ills when will our wretched ftate 

Be freed ? and who fhall crufh this ierpent's head ? 

'Tis faid we may in ancient legends read 
Of a huge dragon, fent by fate 
To lay a finful kingdom wafte : 
So through it all he rang'd, devouring as he pad, 

And each day with a virgin broke his fail : 

Till wretched matrons cuiil their womb. 
So hardly was their lofs endur'd ; 

The lovers all defpair'd, and fought their tombs 
In the fame monger's jaws, and of their pains were curM. 

Till, like our monfter too, and with the iamt 

Curft ends, to the metropolis he canoe : 
His cruelties itnew'd again. 
And every day a maid was flain. 

The 
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The cuHe through every family had paft. 

When to the facrifice at laft 
Th' unhappy monarch's only chUd muft bow : 
A royal daughter needs muft fuffer then, a royal bxx)th 
now. 

XVII. 
On him this dragon Libel needs will prey ; 
On him has caft 
His fordid venom, and prophan'd 
With fpurious verfe his fpotlefs ^me. 
Which fhall for ever ftand 
Unblemi(h*d, and to ages laft. 
When all his foes lie buried in their Ihame. 
Elfe tell me why (fome prophet that is wife) 
Heaven took fuch care 
To make him every thing that's raw. 
Dear to the heart, defirous to the eyes. 
Why do all good men blefs him as he goes ? 

Why at his prefence Ihrink his foes ? 
Why do the brave all ftrive his honour to defend ? 
Why through the world is he diftinguifli'd moft 
V By titles, which but few can boaft, 

A moft juft mafter, and a faithful friend ? 
One who never yet did wrong 
To high or low, to old or young ? 
Of him what orphan can complain ? 

Of him what widow make her moan? 
But fuch as wiih him here again. 
And mifs his goodnefs now he *s gone. 
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If this be (as I am fure 'tis) true ; 

Then pr'ythee, prophet, tell me too. 

Why lives he in the world's efteem. 

Jot one man's foe ? and then why are not all men 

friends with him ? 

XVIII. 
Whene'er his life was fet at flake 
For hk ungrateful country's fake, 
Vhat dangers or what labours did he ever (hun ? 
Or what wonders has not done > 
Watchful all night, and bufy all the day, 
(^Spreading his fleet in fight of Holland's fhore) 
triumphantly ye faAv his flags and ftreamers play. 
Then did the Englifli lion roar, 
Whilft the Belgian couchant lay. 
Big with the thoughts of conquefl and renown. 

Of Britain's honour, and his own. 
To diem he like a threatening comet ihin'd, 
Rpugh as the Tea, and furious as the wind ; 
But conilant as the flars that never move, 
Or as women would have love. 
The trembling genius of their flate 
Look'd out, and ftrait fhrunk back his head. 
To fee our daring banners fpread : 



Whilfl in their harbours they 
Like batten'd monflprs weltering lay 
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"he winds, when ours th' ad kifs'd, fcom'd with their | 
jBags to play ; J 

But drooping like their captains' hearts. 
Each pendent, every ftreamer, himg : 
The feamen fjbcm'd t* have \o&i3a!Wc ^x^*^ % 
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Thetr fliips at anchor mow, of which w' had' heard tba 

boafty 
With ill-furrd (ails and rattlings loofe, by every biOo 

Lay like neglefted haips, untun'd, unibung; 
Till at the laft, provok'd with {hame. 
Forth from their dens the baited foxes came; 
Foxes in council, and in fight too grave ; 

Seldom true, and now not brave : 
They blufter'd out the day with ihew of fight, 
And ran away in the good-natur'd night. 
^ XIX. 

A bloody battle next was fought^ 
And then in triumph home a welcome fleet he brought, 
With fpoils of victory and glory fraught. 
To him then every heart was open, down 

From the great man to the clown : 
In him rejoiced, to him inclined ; 
And as his health round the glad board did pafs. 
Each honeft fellow cry'd, Fill full my glafs ; 

And fhew'd the fullnefs of his mind. 
No difcontcnted vermin of ill times 

Durfl then affront him but in fliow ; 
Nor libel dafh him with his dirty rhymes ; 
Nor may he live in peace that does it now. 

And whofe heart would not wifh fb too, 

That had but feen 
When his tumultuous mifled foes 
AgainU him rofe, 

Widi 
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With what heroic grace 
He chofe the weight of wrong to undergo ! 
No temped on his brow, unalter'd in his face. 
True witnefs of the innocence within. 
But, when the meflengers did mandates bring 
For his retreat to foreign land. 
Since fent from the relenting hand 
Of the moft loving brother, kindeft king j 
If in his heart regret did rife. 
It never fcap'd his tongue or eyes ; 
With fteady virtue 'twas allay'd. 
And like a mighty conqueror he obey'd. 
XX. 
It was a dark and gloomy day. 
Sad as the bufinefs, fullen too. 
As proud men, when in vain they woo, 
. Or foldicrs cheated of their pay. 

The Court, where pleafures us'd to flow. 
Became the fccne of mourning and of woe : 

Defolate was every room, 
Where men for news and bufinefs us'd to come r 
With folded arms and down -caft eyes mfen walk'd 
, In corners, and with caution talkM. . 

All things prepared, the hour drew near 
Wh^i he mud part ; his laft fhort time was ^nt 
In leaving bleffings on his ciiildren dear : 
To them with eager hafle and love he went ; 

The eldeft firft embraced, 
r As new-bom day in beauty bright, 

^ But lad in mind as deepeft night : 
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PH^DRA TO HIPPOLYTU 

TRANSLATED OXT T OF OVII 
THE ARGUMENT. 

Thcfcus, the fon of iEgeus, having flainthe "Mm 
promifed to Ariadne^ the daughter of MinM 
Fafiphae, for the alMance which (he gave his 
carry her home with him, and make her bis ^ 
fo together with her fitter Phaedra they went on I 
and failed to Chios, where being warned by Baa 
he left Ariadne, and married her filler Phaedra, 
afterwards, in Thefcus her huiband's abfence, f 
love with Hippolytus her fbn-in-law, who hadvi 
celibacy, and was a hunter ; wherefore, fince ihe o 
not conveniently othcrwife, ihe chofe by this q 
to give him an aecount of her pafiion. 

if F thou 'rt unkind, I nc*er ihall health enjoy, 
■■' Yet much I wilh to thee, my lovely boy : 
Read tliis, and reading how my foul is feiz'd. 
Rather than not, be with my ruin pleas'd : 
Thus feciets fafe to fanhcft fliores may move ; 
By letters foes converfe, and learn to love. 
Thrice my fad tale, as I to tell it try*d, 
Upon my faultcring tongue abortive dy'd j 

I 
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Long Shame prevaird, nor could be conquer'd quite. 
But what I bluih'd to ipeak, Love made me write. 
'Tis dangerous to refift the power of Love, 
The gods obey him, and he *8 king above ? 
He clear'dthe doubts thatxiid my mind confound^ 
And proroisM me to bring thee hither bound : 
Oh may he come, and in that breaft of thine 
Fix a kind dart, and make it flame like mine ! 
Yet' of my wedlock vows I *11 lofe no care, 
Se^h back through all my fame, thou 'It find it- fair* ■ 
But Love long breeding to worfl pain does turn ; 
Outward unharm'd, within, within I bum ! 
As the young bull or courier yet untam'd, 
When yok'd or bridled firft, are pinch'd and maim*d % 
So my unpra6tis*d heart in love can find 
No reft, th' unwonted weight Q) toils my mind : 
When young, Love's pangs by arts we may remove ^ 
But in our riper years with rage we love. 
To diee I yield then all my dear renown, * 

And .pr'ythee let 's together be undone. 
Who would not pluck the new-blown blufliing rofc, 
Or the ripe fruit that courts him as it grows ? 
But if my virtue hitherto has gain'd 
Efteem for Ipotlcfs, (hall it now be ftaip'd ? 
Oh, in thy love I fhall no hazard run ; 
'Tis not a fin, but >yhen 'tis coarfcly donc« 
And now Ihould Juno leave her Jove to me, 
I 'd quit that Jove, Hippolytus, for thee : 
Believe me too, with ilrange defires I change^ 
AjpoDgfk wild beads I long with thee to range. 

E 3 To 
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To, thy delighu and DciU I incline. 

Make Ker .m/zgoddefs toQ, Vi^ftftuic fiie 't thine > 

I long to knqw tibe wo9ds» tQ drive the dctr. 

And o'er the mountain's tops my hounds to chtti 

Shaki^ my dart; then, the chafe endedy lye 

Stretched on die gnUs j and would'il not thou be b 

Oft in light chariots I \nth pieafure side. 

And love myfelf the furious fteeds to guide. 

Now like a Bacchanal more wild I ftray, 

0» old Cybele*s prieftsy as mad at they 

When under Ida's hill they offerings pay : 

£v*n mad as thofe the deities of night 

And water, Fauns and Dryads, do afifright* 

But ffill each little interval I gain, 

Eafily find 'tis love breeds all my pain. 

iSure on eur race love like a fate does fall. 

And Venus will have tribute of us all. 

Jove lov'd Europa, whence my father came. 

And, to a bull transformed, enjoy*d the dame t 

She, like my mother, languilh'd to obtain, 

AndifiU'd her womb with fhame as well as pain « 

The faithlefs Thefeus by my filler's aid 

The monfier fiew, and a fafe conqueil made : 

Now, in that family my right to fiive, 

I am at laft on the fame terms a flave : 

'Twas fatal to my filler and to me. 

She lov'd thy father, but my choice was thee. 

Let monuments of triumph then be Ihown 

For two unhappy nymphs by you undone. 

W 
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■^Vhen firft our vows were to Eleufis paid. 
Would I had in a Cretan grave been laid 1 
* Twas there thou didft a perfe6k conqueft gain* 
"^Vhilft love's fierce fever rag'd in every vein : 
White vras thy robe, a garland deck'd thy head, 
A modeft blufh thy comely face o'erfpread, : 
TThat face, which may be terrible in arms, 
But graceful feem'd to me, and full of charms : 
1 love the man whofe fafhion 's lead his care. 
And hate my fex's coxcombs fine and fair ; 

For whilft thus plain thy carelefs locks let fly, 
*rh* unpolifli'd form is beauty in my eyfe. 

If thou but ride, or fhakc the trembling dart^ 

I fix my eyes, and wonder at thy art : 

To fee thee poifc the javelin moves delight, 

And all thou dofl is lovely in my fight : 

Buft to the woods thy cruelty refign, 

Nor treat it with fp poor a life as mine. 

Muft cold Diana be ador*d alone, 

Muft (he have all thy vowi, and Venus none > 

That pleafure palls, if 'tis enjoy'd too long ; 

Love makes the weary firm, the feeble ftrong. 

For Cynthia's fake unbend and eafe thy bow, 

Elfe to thy arm 'twill weak and ufelefs grow. 

Famous was Cephalus in wood and plain. 

And by him many a boar and pard was flain. 

Yet to Aurora's love he did incline, 

Who wifely left old age for youth like thine. 

Under the fpreading fhades her amorous boy. 

The fair Adonis, Venus could enjoy j 

E 4 Atalanta's 
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Atalanta's love tooMeleager fought. 

And to her tribute paid of all he caught : 

Be thou aifd I next the bleft fylvan pair ; 

M^here Love 's a ftranger, woods but deferts are. 

With thee, through dangerous ways unknown befi 

I '11 rove, and fcarlefs face the dreadful boar. 

Between two feas a little ifthmus lies. 

Where on each fide the beating billows rife. 

There in Trazena I thy love will meet, 

More blcft and pleas 'd than in my native Crete. 

A« we could wilh, old Thefeus is away 

At Theflaly, where always let him ftay 

With his Perithoiis, whom well I fee 

J^refcrr'd above Hippolytus or me. 

Nur has he only thus expreft his hate ; 

Wc both have fuffcr'd wrongs of mighty weight : 

My brother firft he cruelly did flay. 

Then from my fitter falfely ran away, 

And left expos'd to every beaft a prey t 

A warlike queen to thee thy being gave, 

A motlicr worthy of a fon fo brave, 

From cruel Thefeus yet her death did End, 

Nor, though (ht gave him tliec, could make him kin 

I'nwdldcd too he murder'd her in fpight. 

To baftardizc, and rob thee of thy right : 

And if, to wrong thee more, two fons I've brought 

Relieve it his, and none of Phanlra's fault: 

Rather, thou faircft thing the earth contains, . 

1 wilh at full ra dy'd of mother** pains. 

He 
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How canft thou rev'rcnc6 then thy fadicr'sTDcd, 
From which himfclf fo abjeftly is fled ? 
The thought affrights not me, but me inflames ; 

r^JMother and Ton are notions, very names 

_^Of worn-out piety, in faihion then 

When old dull Saturn rul*d the race of men $ 
But braver Jove taught pleafure was no fin, 

£^ And with his fifler did himfelf begin. 
Keamefs of blood and kindred beft we prove, 

^^ When we exprefs it in the cloleft love. 

Nor need we fear our fault fhould be reveal'd ; 

'Twill under near relation be conceal'dy 

And all who hear our loves, with praiie ihall crown 

A mother*s kindnefs to a grateful (on. 

No need at midnight in the dark to ibray, 

^ T' unlock the gates, and cry. My love, this way ! 
No bufy fpies our pleafures to betray. 
But in one houfe, as heretofore, we 'U live; 
In public, kifles take ; in public, give: 
Though in my bed thou 'n fcen, 'tu'iU gain applaufe 
Fr^m all, whilft none have fenfe to guefs the caufe : 
Only make hafie, and let this league be fign'd j 
So «nay my tyrant Lovs to thee be kind. 
For this I am an humble fuppliant grown ; 
T^ow where are all my boafis of greatnefs gone ? 
I fwore I ne'er would yield, refolv'd to fight. 
Deceived by Love, that 's feldom in the right $ 
Now on my own I crawl, to clalp thy knees j 
What 's decent^ true lover cares or Cie$ s 

Shame, 
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Shame, like a beaten foldier, leaves the place> 
But beauty's bluihes fiill are in my face. 
Forgive this fond confeffion which I makcy 
And then fome pity on my fuffeiings take. 
What though 'midfl Teas my father's empire licsi 
Though iqy great grandfire thunder from the ikiei ) 
What thougjti my father's fire in beams dreft gay 
Drives round the burning chariot of the day; 
Their honour all in me to Love 's a flave. 
Then, though thou wilt not me, their honour iavc 
Jove's fa^nous if&and, Crete, in dower I 'II brings 
And there (hall my Hippolytus be king : 
For Venus' iake then hear and grant my prayer. 
So may 'ft thou never love a fcornful fair ; 
In fields fo may Diana grace thee (till, 
A^d every wood afford thee game to kill { 
So may the Mountain Gods and Satyrs all 
Be kind, fo may the boar before thcc fall ; 
So may the Water-nymphs in heat of day. 
Though thou their fex defpife, thy thirfl alhiy. 
Millions of tears to thc^ my prayers I join. 
Which as thou read'il with thofe dear eyes of thine, 
Think that thou f^e'fi the fbneams that flow from mine. 
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"epistle 

kz. TO MR. DUKE.* 

^^ ■V|'Y much-lov'd friend, when thou art from my eyes^ 
^JWI- How do I loaA the day, and li^ defpife f 

^^^ight, kinder night, *s the much more welcome gueft, 

^_; 'or though it bring fmall eafe, it hides at leaft ; 
Or if e'er (lumbers and my eyes agree, 

^^Tis when tjiey 're crown'd with pleafing dreams of thee« 

^ > -^aft night methou^ht (heaven make the next as kind ! ) 
?ree as firft innocence, and unconfin'd 
As our firft parents in their Eden were, 
"^cire yet conjdenm'd to eat their bread with care 5 
We two together wander'd through a grove, 
Twas grocik beneath us, and all ihade above. 
Mild as our friendikip, fpringing as our love 3 
Hundrecjs of chearful birds fiU'd every tree. 
And fung their joyful fongs of liberty ; 
While through the gladfbme choirwell pleas'd wewalk'dj^ 
And of our prefent valued ftate thus talk'd : 

■ How happy are we in this (wcet retreat ? . 

. Thus humbly blcft, who 'd labour to be great ? 
Who for preferraeats at a court would wait. 
Where every gudgeon 's nibbling at the bait ? 
What fiih of (onie would on that (hallow lie, 
Amongft the little (hurving wriggling fry, 
That throng and crowd each other for a tafte 
Of the deceitful » painted, poifon'd pafte j 

* See the AnAvcr, in " Duke's Poems.'* 

When 
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When the wide river he behind him fees. 
Where he may launch to liberty and eafe ? 
No cares or bufinefs here difturb our hoim. 
While, underneath thefe ihady peaceful bowerij 
In cool delight and innocence we fhayy 
And midft a thoufand pleafures wafte the day $ 
Sometimes upon a river's bank we lie. 
Where Ikimming iwallows o'er the Airface flv, 
Jufl as the fun, declining with his beams, 
Kifles and gently warmi the gliding ftreams ; 
Amidfl whofe current rifing fiihes play. 
And roll in wanton liberty away. 
Perhaps hard by there grows a little bufh, 
: On which the linnet, nightingale, and thrulh. 
Nightly their folemn orgies meeting keep. 
And fing their vefpers ere tficy go to flccp t 
There we two lie, between us may be 's fpread 
Some books, few underfhind, though many read. 
Sometimes we Virgil's facred leaves turn o'er, 
StiJil wondering, and ftill finding caufe for more* 
How Juno's rage did good ^neas vex. 
Then how he had revenge upon her fcx 
In Dido's ftatc, whom bravely he en joy 'd. 
And quitted her as bravely too when cioy'd ; 
He knew the fatal danger of her chaims. 
And fcom'd to melt his virtue in her arms* 
Next Nifus and Euryalus we admire. 
Their gentle friendfhip, and their martial fire ; 
We praife their valour, 'caufe yet match'd by none. 
And love their friendihip, fo much like our own. 

Bin 
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3ut when to give our minds a feaft indeed, 
IHorace, beft known and lov'd by thee, we ready 
"Who can our tranfports, or our longings tell, 
*To tafte of pleafures, prais'd by him fo well ? 
"With thoughts of love and wine by him we 're fir*d, 
"Two things in fweet retirement much defir'd : 
^ generous bottle and a lovefbme ihe> 
Are th' only joys in nature next to thee t . 
To which retiring quietly at ni^t. 
If (as that only can) to add deUght^ 
When to our little cottage we* repair. 
We find a friend or two, we 'd wifli for thcre» 
Dear Beverley, kind as parting lovers tears,. . 
Adderlyi honeft as the fword he wears, 
Wilfon, profefling friendfliip yet a friend. 
Or Short, beyond what numbers can commend; 
Finch, full of kindnefs, generous as his bloody ^ 

Watchful to^ do, to rabdeft merit, good ; 
Who have forlbok the vile tumultuous town^ 
And for a, tafte of life to us come down ; 
With eager arms, how cloiely we embrace !' 
What joys in every heart, and every face ! 
The moderate table 's quickly cover'd o'er. 
With choiccft meats at leaft, though not with (fore r 
Of bottles ne;xt fucceeds a goodly train. 
Full of what ohears the heaur, and fires the brain :• ' 
Each \vaited on by a bright virgin gla6. 
Clean, found, and ihining like its drinker's lafs. 
Then down we 6t^ while every genius tries 
T' improve^ tin he dderves lu» iacrifice 9^ 
.' . . No 
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No faucy hour prefumes to fiint delight. 
We hmghy lovcy drink, and when thmt 't done 'tii aj 
Well wann'd and pieas'd, as we think fit we 11 pa 
Each takes th' obedient treafure of hit heart, 
Apd leads her willing to his iilent bed. 
Where no vexatious cares come neat his head. 
But every fenfe with perfed pleadtre *§ fed | 
Till in full )oy diflblv'd, each falls aileep 
With twining limbs, dut ftill love's pofture keq^ \ 
At dawn of morning to renew delight. 
So quiet craving Love, till the next night : 
Then we the drowfy cells of deep forikke. 
And to our books our earlieft vifit make | 
Or eile our thoughts to their attendance call. 
And there, methinks. Fancy fits queen of all i 
While the poor under-faculties refort. 
And to her fickle majefty make court ; 
The underfianding firft comes plainly clad. 
But ufefuUy ; no entrance to be had* 
Next comes the will, that bully of the mind. 
Follies wait on him in a troop behind i 
He meets reception from the antic queen. 
Who thinks her majefty 's moft hbnour*d, when 
Attended by thofe fine-dreft gentlemen* 
Reafon, the honeft counfellor, this knows. 
And ii^to court with refolute virtue goes s 
Lets Fancy fee her loo(e irregular fway, 
Then how the flattering follies fneak away ! 
This image, when it came, too fiercely (hook 
My brain, whifch its foft quiet ftraight forfix>k i 
1 . » W 
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When waking as I caft my eyes arbUndy 
Nothing but old ioath'd vanities I found ; 
Nq" grove, no freedom, and, what *s worfe to me. 
No friend j for I have none compar'd with thee. 
Soon then my thoughts with their old tyrant Care 
Were feiz'd ; which to divert, I £ram'd this prayer s 

Gods ! life 's your gift, then feafon 't with fuch fate. 
That what ye meant a bleffing prove no weight* 
Let me to the remoteft part be whirPd, 
Of this your play-thing made in hafli;, the world | 
But grant me quiet, liberty, and peace. 
By day what 's needful, and at night (oft eaie | 
The friend I trufi in, and the fhe I love. 
Then fix me ; and if e'er I wifli remove. 
Make me as great (that 's wretched) as ye can. 
Set me in power, the woeful I'ft fbte of man ; 
To be by fools miiled, to knaves a prey. 
But make life what I aik, or take 't away. 



TO MR. CREECH^ 

UPON H 1 a 
TRANSLATION OF LUCRETIUS. 

SIR« when your book the firft time came abroad, 
I muil confifs I ftood amaa'd and aw'd $ 
For, as to ibme, good-naturt I prelokl, 
Lftar'd to itad, left I ihould not commend. 

LucretLU.% 
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Lucretius engliih'd ! 'twas a work might (hake 
The power of Engiifh verfe to undertake. 
Thi^ all men thought ; but you are bom, we i 
T* out-A) the expedations of mankind y 
Since you 've fo well the noble talk perfbmi*d, 
Enyy *s appeas*d, and prejudice difarm'd : 
JFor when the rich original we perufe. 
And by it try the metal you produce^ 
Though there indeed the pureft ore we find. 
Yet ^11 in you it fomcthing feems refin'd : 
Thus when the great Lucretius gives a loofe. 
And laflies to her fpccd his fiery Mufe ; 
Still with him you maintain an equal pace. 
And bear full (bretch u}X>n him all the race ; 
But when in rugged way we find him rein 
His \xrfe, and not fo fmooth a ihx>kc maintain ; 
There the adx-antage he receives is found. 
By you taught tcmj^cr, and to chufe his ground. 
Next, his philofophy you 'vc fo expreft 
In genuine terms, lb plain, yet ncatlj' dreft, 
TJtofe muixicrcrs that now mingle it all day 
In fchools, may loam from you the cafy way 
To let us know ^^ hat iliey would Mean and fay 
If Ari(Votlc's fricnils will ihew the grace 
To wax-c foi' once t^vii i^arutt in that cafe. 
Gt"* on tlvn, Siu a-.o r.r.cc you could afpire. 
And wach tliis Ki.;;^t. sim vet at laurels higher 
Jcvuir •:^^"a» iniii-.\i ^U;\^ tix^m the wrong 
)lc umxxkvmM l)a» iaK^ui'd with lb long 
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III Holbdum itiyme, aiid> left the bocdc fhxmld fa^^l 
£xpo8'd with pi£biit9 to promote the &le : 
So tapfters fet out figns, for ma'ddy ale. 
You 're only Able td retrieve his dabvcLf 
And make him here as famM as on^ ht Rodiie i 
For furty when Julius firft this ifle (ubdued. 
Your anceftors then mixt With R^iMn b!o6d ; 
Some ^lear ally'd to that wiience O'tid came, 
Virgil and Horace, thdie thtee fdns of Fame; 
Since to tlkir raemdry it is fd txvtt, 
And ihews teir ^tfy & Much in fdtt. 
Go on in pity to tbitf lirtttehcd ifle. 
Which ignorant poetai^ii» do defiltf 
With loufy madrigals for lyric verfej 
Infiead of comedy with nafty farce. 
Would Plautus, Terence e'er, have teen to lewd 
T' have drcft Jack-^padding op to catch the crowd ? 
Or Sophocles five tedious a£):s have made, . 
To fhew a chitting fcfol in love betray'd 
By fbme faUe friend or ilippe^ ciiamberraaidy 
Then, ere he hangs himielf, bemoans his fall 
In a d\»ll (peech, and that fine language (M ¥ 
No, &ice we live in fuch a fulfinne slge. 
When nonfeafe loads the prefs, and choaks the ftage; 
When blockheads will chum wh in natme*s iprght. 
And every dunce, that ftarvee^ prefumes to write, 
Szert yourielf, defend the Muie's caufe, 
l^roclaim their right, and to Badntun tfacSr htw^ 
Make the dead ancieftct i^peak the Bliliii toagiie> 
That £q each dnnniiigdawif uteraimi ac h^gf 

F ^a. 
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In his XTKn mother-tongue may humbly read 
What engines yet are wanting in his head 
To make him equal to the mighty dead. 
For of all Nature's works we moft Ihould fcom 
The thing who thinks faimfelf a poet bom, 
Unbred, untaught, he rhymes, yet hardly fpclh, 
And fenfelefsly, as fquirrels jangle bells. 
Such things, Sir, here abound ; may therefore jn 
Be ever to your friends, the Mufcs, true ! 
May our defcfts be by your powers fupply'd. 
Till, as our envy now, you grow our pride ; 
Till by your pen reftor'd, in triumph borne. 
The majefty of poeuy retum 1 



EPILOGUE, 

SPOKIN UPON 

His Royal Highnefs the DU K E of YORI 
Coming to the Theatre, Friday, April 21, i6S:. 

WHEN too much plenty, luxury, and cafe, 
Had furfeited this ille to a difeaft ; 
When ftoifome blains did its bed parts o'cHprtad, 
And on the reft their dire infeftion Ihcd ; 
Our great Phyfician, who the nature knew 
Of the diftemper, and from whence it grew, 
Fix'd, for three kingdoms* quiet. Sir, on you : 
He caft his fearching eyes o'er all the frame. 
And finding whence before one fickncfs came^ 

II 
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How once before our mifchiefs fofter'd were, 
Knew well your virtue, and apply *d you there : 
Where Co your goodnefs, fo your jufticc fway'd, 
You but appear'd, and die wild plague was ftay'd. 

When, from the filthy dunghill-faftion bred, 
New-fonnM rebellion durft rear up its head, 
Anfwer me all : Who ftruck the monfter dead ? 

See, fee, the injur'd prince, and blefs his name, 
Think on the martyr from whofe loins he came j 
Think on the blood was fhed for you before,. 
And curfe the parricides that thirft for more. 
His foes are yours, then of their wiles beware : 
Lay, lay him in your hearts, and guard him there, 
Where let his wrongs your zeal for him improve ; 
He wears a fword will juftify your love. 
With blood ftill ready for your good t* expend. 
And has a heart that ne'er forgot his friend* 

His duteous loyalty before you lay. 
And learn of him, unmurmuring to obey. 
Think what he 'as borne, your quiet to rcftorep 
Repent your madnefs, and rebel no more. 

No more let Boutefeus hope to* lead petitions. 
Scriveners to be trcafurers ; pedlars, politicians ; 
Nor every fool, whofe wife has tript at court. 
Pluck up a fpirit, and turn rebel for 't. 

Li lands where cuckolds multiply like ours. 
What prince can be too jealous of their powers. 
Or can too often think himfclf alarm'd } 
They 're mal-contents that every where go arm'd : 

F 1 And 
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And when the homed herd 's together got. 
Nothing portends a common-wealth like ^ 
Caft, caft your idols oflF, your gods of wo 
Ere y^t Piiiliftines fatten \vkh your blood : 
R^nouQce your prie^ of Baal widi amen f;^ 
Your Wappmg feafts, and your Mile-end hi 
.^ail all your medals on the gallows poll. 
In recompence th* original was loft ; 
At theie, illuftrious rqpentance pay. 
In his kind hands your humble ofiferings la] 
Let royal pardon be by him imp^or'd, 
Th* atoning brother of your anger'd lord : 
He cmly brings a medicine fit t' afluage 
A people's folly, and rouz'd monareh's rage. 
An infant prince, yet labouring in the worn! 
Fated with wondrous happinefs to come. 
He goes to fetch the mighty bleflings home : 
Send all your wiflies with him, let the air 
With gentle breezes waft it iafely there. 
The feas, like what they 'U carry, calm and 1 
Let the illuftrious mother touch our land 
Mildly, as hereafier may her fon conunand ; 
While our glad momarch weUomes her to ihc 
With kinid affurance fte iball part no more. 

Be the majeftic babe then fixttHng bom. 
And all good figms of fate his bmh adorn. 
So live a^d grow» a conftant pledge to iftand 
OF Czfar's lovs to an oMieBC land* 
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8l>OKEN TO 

HER ROYAL HIGHNESS^ 

O N H E R 

RETURN FROM SCOTLAND, 

IN THi YEXk l6$2. 

A LL you, v^hd tfti« day's jubilee attend, 
"^ And ever/ loyal Mufe's loyal friend, 
'^hat conle td treat y6uf lofigirtg \Vifhes here, 
;*um your defiring eyes, and feaft them there. 
"hv^ falling on your kneels with me implore, 
lay this poor lafjd ne'ef lofe that preience more ? 
hit if there any in this circle b6, 
*hat come fo curft to envy what they (be, 
rem the vain fool that would be greact too foon, 
"o the dull knave thtt writ the laft lampoon ! 
.et fuch, as'viftims to that beauty's fame, 
lang their vile blafted heads, aftd di> with Ihame* 
)ur mighty bleflTmg b at laft returned, 
The joy arriv'd for which fo long we mourn'd : 
Tom \ihom our pfefent peace we expert eficrcas'd, 
Ind all our future generations blcft. 
!*ime, have a care : bring fafe the hour of joy, 
Vhen fome bfel? itit^ procfeirtif* a ro^al boy : 
ind when 'tis tiom, let nature's hand be f!rO»g y 
llefs him wiih4)fty8 0f length, aad «i^\!L<&t\A\a\oTi%v 
F 3 '^'^'^^ 
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Till charg'd with honours wc behold him ftand. 
Three kingdoms banners waiting his command , 
His father's conquering fword within his hand : 
Then th' Engliih lions in the air advance. 
And with them roaring mufic to the dance. 
Carry a Quo Warranto into France. 



PROLOGUE 

TO MRS. BEH N'S. 

CITY HEIRESS, i68i* 

HOW vain have proved the labours of the 
In driving to reclaim a vicious age ! 
Poets may write, the mifchief to impeach ; 
You care as little what the poets teach, 
As you regard at church what parfons preach. 
But where fuch follies and fuch vices reign. 
What honed pen has patience to refrain ? 
At church, in pewsi, ye mod devoutly fnore. 
And here, got dully drunk, ye come to roar ; 
Ye go to church, to glout and ogle there. 
And come to meet more lewd convenient here : 
With equal zeal ye honour either pla6c, 
' And run fo very evenly your race, 
Y* improve in wit juft as ye do in grace* 
It mud be fo ; fome daemon has poded 
ir land, aad wc have never dnce been bleft« 

Y- have 
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ive feen it all, and heard of its renown, 

verend fhape it fialk'd about the town, 

eomen tall attending on its frown. 

times, with humble note and' zealous lore, 

•uld play the apoflolic funftion o*er : 

leaven have mercy on us when it fwore ! 

le'er it fwore, to prove the oaths were tru6, 

>f its mouih at random halters flew 

d fomf unwary neck, by magic thrown, 

igh ftill the cunning devil fav'd its own : 

/hen th* enchantment could no longer laft, 

"ubtle Pug, moft dextroully uncaft, 

iwful form for one more feeming pious, 

in a moment vary'd to defy us ; 

"lilken do£lor, home-fpun Ananias : 

he lewd court, and did in city fix, 

e ftill by its old arts it plays new tricks, 

fills the heads of fools with politicks. 

docmon lately drew in many a gueft, 

irt wi^h zealous guinea for— no feaft. 

, but the moft incprrigible fops, 

vcr doom'd in difmal cells, calPd fhops, 

heat and damn themfelvfs to get their livings. 

Id lay fweet money out in fham thankfgivings i 

plots yop may have paid for o*er and o'er j 
t'ho e'er paid for a iham treat before? 
you not better fent your offerings all 
:r to US, than Scqueftrators' Hall ? 
ig your fteward, juftice had been done ye j 
Id have entertained you worth your money. 

F 4 't ^^ 
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THE SIXTEENTH ODI 

OF THE 

SECOND BOOK OF HORACE. 

TN ftorms when doods the aiooii do hide, 

-*' And DO kind ftars the pilot guide. 

Shew me at iea the holdeft tfaancy 

Who docs not wi(h for quiet here. 

For quiet, friend, the ibldier ^^, 

Bears weary marches, ileeplefs nights. 

For this feeds hard, and lodges cold ; 

Which can't be bought with hills of gold. 

Since wealth and power too weak we find. 

To quell the tumults of the mind ; 

Or from the monarch's roofs of (late 

Drive thence the cares that round him wait ; 

Happy the man with little bicft. 

Of wluit kit father left poITeft ; 

No l^lc dctirci a^rrupt his head, 

N^ IVai-» ditlurh him in his bed. 

WiMt then in lilV, which (bon muft end, 

Cun a\\ o\ir vjiin dcrt«:n$ intend } 

V\\^\\ OuMV u* fhvMf whv thould ire run. 

When ««M>*^ h\x iuvuv*N* tVU* can ihun ? 

V\M IviWl'wl VAW \>^J «1:tl IMXVJUI, 

And oxttlAkc u» vi,^\t «u!« 
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'Twill dodge ^ grevt m^n'« (raia bebinds 

Out-run the roe, out- fly the wiod. 

If then thy foul rejcHce to^ay. 

Drive far to-morrow'-s cares away. 

In laughter let them all be drovvn*d : 

No peife6): good is to be found. 

One mortal feels Fate's fudden blow. 

Another's lingering death ccrnies (low ; 

And what of life they take from thee. 

The gods may give to punifli me. 

Thy portion is a weakhy ftock, 

A fertile glebe, a fruitful flock, 

Horfes and chariots for thy.eafe. 

Rich robes to deck and make thee pleafe. 

For me, a little cell I chufe, 

Fit for my mind, fit for my Mufe, 

Which foft content does beft adorn. 

Shunning the knaves and fools I fcom. 



THE COMPLAINT: 

A SONG. 

To a Scotch tune* 

T LOVE, I doat, I rave with pain, 
-*• No quiet 's in my mind. 
Though ne*er could be a happier iwaio. 
Were Sylvia lefs unkind* 
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For when, as long her chains I -*ye woniy 

I aik relief from fmart, 
She only gives me looks of fcom ; 

Alas ! 'twill break my heart ! 

My rivals, rich in worldly ftore. 

May offer heaps of gold. 
But furely I a heaven adore. 

Too precious to be fold ; 
Can Sylvia fuch a coxcomb prize. 

For wealth, and not defert ; 
And my poor fighs and tears defpife ? 

Alas, 'twill break my heart ! 

When, like fome panting, hovering dove, 

I for my blifs contend, 
And plead the caufc of eager love, 

She coldly calls me friend. 
Ah, Sylvia ! thus in vain you ftrive 

To a£t a healer's part, 
'Twill keep but lingering pain alive, 

Alas ! and break my heart. 

When, on my lonely, penfive bed 

I lay me down to reft. 
In hope to calm my raging head. 

And cool my burning breaft. 
Her cruelty all eafe denies ; 

With fome fad dream I ftart. 
All drown'd in tears I find my eyes. 

And breaking feel ray heart. 
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Then rifing, through the path I rov6 

That leads me where flic dwells^ 
Where to the fenfelefs waves my love 

Its mournful ftory tells : 
With fighs I dew and kifs the door. 

Till morning bids depart; 
Then vent ten thoufand fighs and more : 

Alas ! 'twill break my heart ! 

But, Sylvia, when this conqueft 's won, 

A^d I am dead and cold. 
Renounce the cruel deed you 've done. 

Nor glory when 'tis told ; 
For every lovely generous maid 

Will take my injur'd part, 
And curfe thee, Sylvia, I 'm afraid, 

For breaking my poor heart. 

PROLOGUE 

TO N. L E E'S 
CONSTANTINE THE GREAT. 

^T7" H AT think ye meant wife Providence, when firfl 

^ ^ Poets were made ? I'd tell you, if I durft. 
That 'twas in contradiction to heaven's word. 
That when its fpirit o'er the waters ftirr'd, 
When it faw all, and faid that all \ms good. 
The creature Poet was not underftood : 
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For, were it worth the pams of fix long dmys. 
To mould retailers of dull third-day plays. 
That ftarve out threefcore years in hopes of bays? 
*Tis plain they ne'er were of the firft creatiofi. 
But came by meer equivocal generation : 
Like rats in fhips, without coition bred^ 
As hated too as they are, and unfed. 
Nature their fpecies fare muft needs difbwn. 
Scarce knowing Poets, lefs by Poets known. 
Yet this poor thing, fo fcorn'd and (et at nought. 
Ye all pretend to, and would fain be thought. 
Difabled wafting Whore-mafters are not 
Prouder to own the brats they never got. 
Than fumbling, itching rhymers of the town 
T* adopt fome bafe-bom fong that's not their own 
Spite of his ftate, my Lord fometimes descends. 
To pleafe the importunity of friends. 
The duUeft he, thought moft for bufinefs fit. 
Will venture his bought place to aim at wit ; 
And though he fmks with his employs of ftate. 
Till common fenfc forfake him, he *11 tranflatc. 
The Poet and the Whore alike complains 
of trading quality, that fpoil their gains ; 
The lords will write, and ladies will have fVvains ! 
Therefore all you who have male iflue bom 
Under the (larving (ign of Capricorn, 
Prevent the malice of their ftars in time. 
And warn them early from the fin of rhyme r 
Tell them how Spenfer ftarv'd, how Con-ley moui 
How Butler's faidx and fcrvicc was retnrn'd | 



PROLOGUE TO CONSTAOTIiNE. rt 

nd if fucK warning thej refde tx> take, 
[lis lad expenmenty O parents, made ! 
ith hands behind them iee th' offender ty'd, 
18 parifh whip and beadle by his fide i 
len lead him to fome ftall that does expofe 
le authors he lo>W5 meft ; there lub his nofe, 
11, like a fpai^l taih'd to know command^ 
: by the due cone£6on underfiandy 
> keep ius In^in clean, and not foul the land s 
11 he agamft his nature team to ftriTe,' 
id get the knack of dolnefs how to thrive. 
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TH E BEGINNING OF 

A PASTORAL 

ON THE 

)EATH OF HIS LATE MAJESTY. 

rr H AT horror 's this that dwells upon the plain, 
^ And thus difturbs the fliepherd^' peaceful reign > 
diimal found breaks throu^ ^ yielding, air, 
Twaming us fome dreadful ftorm is near, 
e bleating flocks in wild confuAon ffaray, ^ 

e early larks foriake their wandering way, > 

d ceaie to welcome-in the new-bom day* J 

:h nymph pofleft with a diftra6^ed fear, 
bcdic'd hangs her loofe4ifl&eyel'd hair. 

DUeafes- 
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Difcafcs with her fbrong conTulfions reign,. 
And deities, not known before to pain. 
Are now. with apople£^ feizures (lain : 
Hence flow our ibrrows, hence increaie our fea 
Each humble plant does drop her iilver teac». 
Ye tender lambs, (bay not fo fail away. 
To weep and mourn let us together flay : 
O'er all the univerfe let it be fpread. 
That now the fhepherd of the flock is dead. 
The royal Pan, that fliepherd of the Iheep, 
He, who to leave his flock did dying weep. 
Is gone, ah gone ! ne'er to return from Deal 
eternal deep ! 

Begin, Damela, let thy numbers fly 
Aloft: where the foft milky way does lie ; i 
Mopfus, who Daphnis to the ftars did fmg. 
Shall join with you, and thither waft our king. 
Play gently on your reeds a mournful drain, 
Atid tell in notes, through all th* Arcadian pla; 
The royal Pan, ihc (hepherd of the fliecp, 
He, who to leave his flock did dying ^^'cep, 
!$> gene, ah gone ! ne*er to return from Dcat 
eternal flcep. 
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THE REVIEW, 

** Longa eft injuria, longae 
Ambages J fed fumma fequar faftigia rerum." ViRG. 

IT O W have \vc wander'd a long difmal night, 
' ■■• Led througli blind paths by each deluding light ! 
fow plung'd in mire, now by fharp brambles torn, 
l^ith tempefts beat, and to thevv'inds a fcom ! 
oft, weary 'd, ipent ! but fee the Eaftern ftar 
.nd glimmering light dawns kindly from afar : 
right goddefs, hail ! while we by thee furvey 
he various errors of our painful way ; 
rhile, guided by fome clew of heavenly thread, 
he labyrinth perplex*d we backward tread, 
hrough rulers' avarice, pride, ambition, hate, 
erverfe cabals, and -winding turns of ftate, 

G 1 '^Vfi 
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The fenate's rage, and all the crooked lines 
Of incoherent plots and wild defigns j 
Till, getting ootAvhere firft vrc cnter'd in, 
A new bright race of glory we begfti. 

As, after Winter, Spring's glad face appears. 
As the bleft fhore to fliip-wreck*d mariners, 
Succefs to lovers, glory to the brave. 
Health to the (ick, or freedom to the Have ; 
Such wa*s great Caefar's day ! the wondrous day, 
That long in Fate's dark bofom hatching lay. 
Heaven to abfolve, and fatisfEt6tion bring. 
For twenty years of mifery and fin ! 
What ihouts, what triumph, what unruly joy, 
Swell'd every bread, did every tongue eipploy. 
With rays diretl, whilft on his people ihone 
The King triumphant from the martyr's throne 
Was- ever prince like him to mortals given ? 
So much the joy of earth and care of heaven ! 
Under the prcffure of unequal fate. 
Of fo ereft a mind, and foul fo great ! 
So full of meeknefs, and fo void of pride. 
When borne aloft by Fortune's higheft tide ! 
Mercy, like heaven, *s his chief prerogative. 
His joy to fave, and glory to forgive. 
All ftorms compoii'd, and tempefts rage afleep^ 
He, Halcyon like, fat brooding o'er the deep. 
He faw the royal bark fecurely ride. 
No danger threatening from the peaceful tide • 
And he who, when the winds and feas were higl 
Opposed his ikill, and did their rage defy. 
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t^o diminution to bis honour dumght, 
T' enjoy the pleafure of the calm he broogjhc 
f Should he alone be ib die peo^e't ikve 
A.S not to {hare the bleffings that he gave ?) 
lut not till, full of providential cair, 
le chofe a pilot in his place to fteer : 
>ne in his father's councils and his own 
^ong exercis'd, and grey in bufioefs gnnrn i 
tVhofe confinn'd judgment and {agacioot wit 
Cnew all the fands on which raih monardis %lk; 
>f rifing winds could, ere they blew, inform^ 
\ nd from which quarter to expcd the ttonn* 
luch was, or fuch he ieem*d, whom Cz^kr dat/kf 
Vnd did all empire's cares in him icpofe; 
That, after all his toils and dangers paft, 
le might lie down and ta&t fome eaie at la0« 

Now ftands the (hitefman of the helm pofl^H, 
)n him alone three mighty nations reft ; 
' Byrfa his name, br»d at die wrangling hur, 
Vnd ikiird in arms of diat litigkms war; 
(ut more to Wit's pcacefuller arts inclined, 
learning's Maecenas, and the Muiet' friend i 
lim every Mufe in every age had fung, 
lis eafy flowing wit and charming tongue, 
[ad not the treacherous voice of power inipir'd 
[is mounting thoughts, and wild ambidon fir'd s 
)irdaining lefs alliances to own, «> 
[e now fcts up for kinfinan of the throne i 

* £^arl.of Cls^rcndon. 
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And Anna, by the power her father gain'd, 
Back'd with great Cxiar's abfolute cozmnand. 
On falfe pretence of former contracts made. 
Is forc'd pn brave * Britannicus's bed. 

Thus rais'd, his infolence his wit out-vy'd. 
And meaneft avarice maintained his pride : 
When Csefar, to confirm his infant ftate, 
Dro^vn'd in oblivion all old names of hate. 
By threatening many, but excepting none 
That paid the purchafe of oblivion. 
Byrfa his maker's free-given mercy fold. 
And royal grace retail'd for rebel gold : 
That^new ftate-maxim he invented firft, 
(To aged Time's laft revolution curft) 
That teaches monarchs to oblige their foes. 
And their beft friends to beggary expofe j 
For thefe, he faid, would flill beg on and ferv( 
'Tis the old badge of loyalty to ftarve : 
But hardened rebels muft by bribes be won. 
And paid for all the mighty ills they *ve done : 
When wealth and honour from their trealbns fl 
How can they chufe but very loyal grow ? 
This falfe ungrateful maxim Byria taught, 
Vaft fums of wealth from thriving rebels broug 
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Of that accurft and facrilegious crew, 
Which great by merit of rebellion grew. 
Had all una6tive perifh'd and unknown, 
The falfe ^ Antonius had fuffic'd alone. 
To all fucceeding ages to proclaim 
Of this flate principle the guilt and ihame« 
Antonius early in rebellious race 
Swiftly fct out, nor (lackening in his pace. 
The fame ambition that his youthful heat 
Urg'd to all ills, the little daring brat 
With unabated ardour does engage 
The loathfome dregs of his decrepit age-; 
Bold, full of native and acquired deceit. 
Of fprightly cunning and malicious wit ; 
Reftlefs, projefting ftill fome new defign, 
Still drawing round the government his line. 
Bold on the walls, or bufy in the mine : 
I^evvd as the ftews, but to the blinded eyes 
Of the dull crowd as Puritan precife j \ 
Before their fight he draws the juggler's cloud 
Of public intercft, and the people^s good* 
The working ferment of his aftive mind, 
In his weak body's calk with pain confin'dj. 
Would burft the rotten veflel where 'tis pent,. 
But that 'tis tapt to give the trcafon vent. 

Such were the men that from the ftatefman's hand^ 
Not pardon only, but promotion gain'd : . 

* Earl of Shafteibury,. 
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All ofHces of dignity or power 
Thefe fwarming locufts greedily devour ; 
Preferred to all the fecrets of the ftate, 
Thefe fenfelefs finners in the council fate. 
In their unjuft deceitful balance laid. 
The great concerns of war and peace were weigh'c 
This wife * Lovifius knew, whofe mighty mind 
Had univerfal empire long defign'd ; 
And when he all things found were bought and fo 
Thought nothing there impoflible to gold : 
With mighty fums, through fecret channels brou| 
On the corrupted counfellors he wrought : 
Againft the neighbouring Belgians they declare 
A hazardous and an expenfive war. 
Their frefh affronts and matchlefs iniblence 
To Caefar's honour made a fair pretence ; 
Meer outfide this, but, ruling by his pay. 
Cunning Lovifius did this proje6^ lay. 
By mutual damages to weaken thofe 
Who only could his vaft deligns oppofe. 
But Caefar, looking with a juft difdain 
Upon their bold pretences to the main, 
Sent forth his royal brother from his fide. 
To lafti their infolence, and curb their pride s 
Britannicus, by whofe high virtues grac'd. 
The prefent age contends with all the pafl ; 
Him heaven a pattern did for heroes form. 
Slow to advife, but eager to perform, 

* French King. 
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In council calm, fierce as a florm in figfat, 
Danger his iport, and labour his delight : 
To him the fleet and camp, the Tea and field. 
Did equalliarvefts of bright glory yield. 
No IcTs each civil virtue him commends, 
The beft of fubjefts, brothers, matters, friends 5 
To merit juil, to needy virtue kind. 
True to his word, and conftant to his friend : 
What 's well refolv*d as bravely he purfues, 
Fix'd in his choice, as careful how to chufe* 
Honour was born, not planted in his heart. 
And Virtue came by nature, not by art : 
Where glory calls, and Cajfar gives command, 
H« flies J his pointed thunder in his hand. 
The Belgian fleet endeavoured, but in vain. 
The temped of his fury to futtain : 
^hatter'd and torn, before his flags they fly 
Like doves that the exalted eagle fpy. 
Ready to ftoop and feize them from on high : 
He, Neptune like, when, from his watery bed 
Above the waves lifting his awful head, 
He fmiles, and to his chariot gives the rein. 
In triumph rides o^er the aflerted main ; 
And now returns, the watery empire won. 
At Cxfar^s feet to lay his trident down. 
But who the fliouts and triumphs can relate 
Of the glad ifle that his return did wait ? 
Rejoicing crowds attend him on the (band, 
Loud as the fea, and numerous as the fiind. 

A joy 
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A joy too great to be by words expreft. 
Shines in each eye, and beats in every breaft :. 
So joy the many, but the wifer few 
The godlike prince with filent wonder view. 
The grateful ienate his high a6l8 confefV 
In a vsft gift, but than his merit leCs,. 
Britannicus is all the voice of Fame, 
Britannicus ! (he knows no other name? 
The people's darling, and die court's delight. 
Lovely in peace, as dreadful in the fight ! 
Shall he, ihall ever he, who now commands 
So many thoufand hearts, and tongues, and hands; 
Shall ever he, by fome ftrange crime of fate. 
Fall under the ignoble vulgar's hate ? 
Who knows ? the turns of Fortune who can tell? 
Who fix her globe, or flop the rolling wheel ? 
The crowd 's a fea, whofe wants run high or low. 
According as the winds, their leaders, blow. 
All calm and fmooth, till from fome corner flies 
An envious blaft, that makes the billows rife : 
The blaft, that whence it comes, or where it goes, 
We know not, but where-e'cr it lifts it blows. 
Was not of old the Jewilh rabble's cry 
Hofanna firft, and after crucify ? 

Now Byrfa with full orb illuftriou* fhone^ 
With beams refleftcd from his glorious fon ; 
All power his own, but what was given to thoie- 
That counfcllors by him from rebels rofc ; 
But, rais'd ib far, each now difdains a firft. 
The tafte of power does but inflame the thiift. 

\\ 
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With envious eyes they Bryfa*s glories fee, 
Nor think they can be great, while lefs than he. 
Envy their cunning fharpen'd, and their wit^ 
Enough before for treacherous councils fit :^ 
T' accufe him openly not yet they dare^ 
But fubtly by degrees his fall prepare r 
They knew by long-experienc*d defert 
How near he grew rooted to Cae(ar*s heart; 
To move him hence, required no common fltiir^ 
But what is hard ta a refolved will ? 
They found his public a6Hons all confpire. 
Wifely apply *d, to favour their defire : 
But one they want their venom to fuggcft. 
And make it gently Hide to Caefar's bread : 
Who fitter than * Villerius for this part ? 
And him to gain requir'd but little art, 
For mifchief was the darling of his heart. 
A compound of fuch parts as never yet 
In any one of all God's creatures met r. 
Not fick men's dreams fo variousorfo wild. 
Or of fuch difagreeing fhapes compil'd ; 
Yet, through all changes of his fhifting fcene,. 
Still conftant to bufibon and harlequin, 
As if he 'ad made a prayer, than his of old" 
Alore foalifh, that tum'd all he touched to gold. 
God granted him to play th' eternal fool. 
And all he handled turn to ridicule. 
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Thus a new Midas truly he appears. 
And ihewsy through all difguife, his aflet can* 
Did he the weighdefl bufineTs of the ftate 
At council or in fenate-houfe debate. 
King, country, all, he for a jeft would quit. 
To catch feme little flafh of paltry wit : 
How full of gravity foe*er he fbuts. 
The ape in robes will fcramble for his nuts : 
Did he ^1 laws of heaven or earth defy, 
Blafpheme his God, or give his king the lye i 
Adultery, murders, or ev*n worie, commit. 
Still 'twas a jeft, and nothing but (heer wit : 
At laft this edg'd-tool wit, his darling (port. 
Wounded himfelf, and,banifti'd him the court : 
Like common jugglers, or like common whoies. 
All his tricks fhewn, he was kick'd out of doors* 
Not changed in humour by his change of place. 
He ftill found company to fuit his grace ; 
Mountebanks, quakers, chemifts, trading varlets. 
Pimps, players, city fheriflfs, and fuburb harlots ; 
War his averfion, once he heard it roar. 
But, " Damn him if he ever hear it more !*' 
And there you may believe him, though he fwore. 
But with pby-houfcs, wars, immoital wars. 
He wag'd, and ten years rage produc'd a * farce. 
As many rolling years he did employ. 
And hands almoft as many, to deftroy 
Heroic rhyme, as Greece to ruin Troy, 



* The Rehcarfal. 
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Once more, fays Fame, for battle he prepares, 
An4 threatens rhymers with a fecond £arce : 
But, if as long for this as that we ftay. 
He '11 finiih Clevcdon fooner than his play. . 
This precious tool did the new fiatefmenufe 
In Caefar's breath dietr whiipers to infufe : 
Sufpicion 's bred by gravity, beard, and gown j 
But who furpe6b the madman and buffoon ? 
Drolling Villerius this advantage had. 
And all his jefts fi>ber impreffions made ; 
Befides, he knew to chufe the fofteft hour^ 
When Caefar for a while forgot his power, 
And, coming tir'd from empire's grand affairs. 
In the free joys of wine relax'd his cares. 
*Twas then he play'd the fly fucceisful fool. 
And (erious mifchief did in ridicule. 
Then he with jealous Noughts his prince could fill^ 
And gild with mirth and glittering wit the pill. 
With a grave mien, difcoiurfe, and decent (bte, 
lie pleafantly the ape could imitate. 
And foon as a contempt of him was bred. 
It made the way for hatred to fucceed. 
■ Gravities difguife 

The greateft jeft of all, " he'd needs be wife — '» 

. [Here the writo: left off.] 
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OVID, BOOK I. ELEGY 

>f-pWAS noon, when I, fcorch*d with the don 

■*- Of the hot fun and my more hot defire, 
Stretch'd on my downy couch at eafe was laid. 
Big with expectance of the lovely maid. 
The curtains but half drawn, a light let in. 
Such as in fliades of thickeft groves is fecn 5 
Such as remains when the fun flies away. 
Or when night 's gone, and yet it is *iot day. 
This light to modeft maids muft be allow'd. 
Where ihame may hope its guilty head to fhrowd 
And now my love, Corinna, did appear, 
Loofe on her neck fell her divided hair ; 
Loofe as her flowing gown, that wanton'd in the s 
In fi^ch a garb, with fuch a grace and mien. 
To her rich bed approach'd th' Aflyrian queen. 
So Lais look'd, when all the youth of Greece 
With adoration did her charms confefs. 
Her envious gown to pull away I try*d. 
But flie refifted ftill, and ftill deny'd ; 
But fo refifted, that (he feem'd to be 
Unwillhig to obtain the victory. 
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Plump, as ripe clufters, rofe each glowing breafl^ 
wourting the hand, and fueing to be preft ! 
En every limb what various charms were fpread, 
■^Vhere thoufand little Loves and Graces play'd I 
One beauty did through her whole body ihine, 
t faw, admir'd, and.prefs'd it clofe to mine. 
"Xhe reft, who knows not ? Thus entranc'd we lay, 
Till in each other's .arms we dy'd away ; 
O give me fuch a" noon (ye gods) to every day. 
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BLUSH not, my friend, to own the love 
Which thy fair .captive's eyes do move: 
JVchilles, once the fierce, the brave, 
Stoop'd to the beauties of a {lave ; 
TecmelTa's charms could overpower 
Ajax her lord and conqueror; 
Great Agamemnon when fuccefs 
l>id all his arms with conqueft blefs ; 
When Heftor's fall had gained him more 
Than ten long roiling years before. 
By a bright capti^'e -virgin's eyes 
iEv'n in the midft of triumph dies. 
You know not to what mighty line 
The lovely maid may make you join ; 
See but the charms her forrow wears, 
'No common caufe could draw fuch tears : 
Thofe ftreams fure that adorn her fo 
For lofs of royal kindred flow : 

* See another imitation of this ode in Yald«\*^^ - 
Foods, p. S76. ^>^^ 
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Oh ! ^ink not fo divine a thing 

Could from the bed of commons fpring ; 

Whofe faith could fb unmov'd remain, 

And fo averfe to fordid gain. 

Was never bom of any rate 

That might the nobleft love difgrace* 

Her blooming face, her fnowy arms. 

Her well-{hap*d legs, and all her charms 

Of her body and her face, 

I, poor I, may fafely praife. 

Suipe6t not, Love, the youthful rage 

From Horace's declining age, 

But think removed, by forty years , 

All his flames and all thy fears. 



HORACE, BOOK II. ODE 

TF ever any injurM power, 

•*• By which the falfe Barinc fworc, 

Falfe, fair Barinc, on thy head 

Had the leaft mark of vengeance fhed ; 

If but a tooth or nail of thee 

Had fuffer'd by thy perjury, 

I fhould believe tliy vows ; but thou 

Since perjurM doft more charming grow. 
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y heaven and ail the ftouH dbflt. fiiine 
Without, and every god Mddu&i 
enus hears this, and all thc.vrhile 
Lt thy empty yows.doet Caoil^t. • 
[er nymphs all fmile, he^f'fittle fan. 
^oes fmile, and to his quiver <nui i : 
Iocs fmile, and fall to whet his dartSy 
"o wound for thee htHi lovers hearts, 
ee all the youth does thee obey» 
i'hy train of Haves grows ieyery day ; 
lor leave thy former $|bj^« thee, 
i^hough oft they threateipk. tp.be free, 
liough oft with vows falfe . as thine are, 
i^heir forfwom miftreis they for(wear. 
7hee every careful mother -fefirs 
'or her fon*s blooming tender years ; 
rhee frugal (ire^y thee the ygung bride 
n Hymen's fetters newly ty*d, 
^H thou detain by Wronger charms 
rh' expe£^ed hufband from her arms. 

HORACE AND LYDIA. 
BOOK III. O D E IX. 

HORACE. 

WHILST I was welcome to your heart. 
In which no hapj^r youth had part, 
IVnd, full of more prevuling charms, ^ 
Threw round your neck his dearer arms, 

H 1^\»S^^ 
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I flourifli'd richer and wfyrt Ueft 
Than the great monarch o£tlie caft. 

L T D I Aw 

Whilft all thy foul with me- waci fill'^ 
Kor Lydia did to Chloe yield, 
Lydia, the celebrated name,- 
The only theme of verie and fame, 
I flourifh'd more than fhe renown 'd, 
Whofe godlike ion our Rome did lband« 

H o & A^c s. 
Me Chloe now, whom ercry Mufe 
And every Grace adorns, fiibdties ; 
For whom I 'd gladly die, to (ave 
Her dearer beauties from die grave. 

L Y D I A. 
Me lovely Calais docs fire 
With mutual flames of fierce defire y 
For whom I twice would die, to fave 
Kis youth more precious from rfie grave, 

HORACE. 
What if our former loves return. 
And our firfl fires again ihould bum.; 
If Chloe *s banifh'd, te make way 
For the forfaken Lydia h 

LYDIA. 

Though he is (hining as a ibr, 
Conflant and kind as he is fair ; 
Thou light as cork, rough as the fea,> 
Yet I would live, would die witlvthec» 
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** But from that hour my foul has known no reft, 

•* Soft peace is banifti'd from my tortur*d breaft : 

** I rage, I bum. Yet ftill regardlefs you 

** Not the leaft fign of melting pity ihew : 

•* No J by the gods that fliall revenge my pain ! 

" No ; you, the more I love, the more difHain. 

•* Ah 1 tiymph, by every grace adorn'd, I know 

** Why you dcfpife and fly the Cyclops fo 5 

" Becaufc a Ihaggy brow from fide to fide, 

** StrctchM in a line, docs my large forehead hide ; 

** And under that one only eye does fhine, 

** And my flat nofe to my big lips does join. 

** Such though I am, yet know, a thoufand flieep, 

" The pride of the Sicilian hills, I keep ; 

** With fweeteft milk they fill my flowing pails, 

** And my vaft ftock of cbeefes never fails ; 

** In fummer's heat, or winter's iharpeft cold, 

** My loaded (helves groan with the weight they hold. 

** With fuch foft notes I the ihrill pipe infpire, 

*• That every liftening Cyclops does admire ; 

*• While with it often I all night pix)claim 

** Thy powerful charms, and my fuccefslefs flame. 

" For thee twelve does, all big with fawn, I feed ; 

*• And four bear-cubs, tame to thy hand, I breed. 

" Ah ! come to me, fair nymph ! and you fhall find 

•* Thefe arc the fmallcft gifts for thee defign'd. 

** Ah ! come, and leave the angry waves to roar, 

•' And break thcmfelves againft the founding fhore. 

** How muth more pleafant would thy (lumbers be 

** In the retired and peaceful cave with mc ! 

H 3 «* Tb.ti't 
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4 ** There the ftrei^t cyprefs and green laurel joiot 

** And creeping ivy cla^ the cluiler'd vine ; 
** There frcfh, cool rills, from Etna's pnrcft fiw 
i " DifTolv'd into ambrofial liquor^ flow. 

'' Who the wild waves and blackiih iea could ckd 
** And thefe ftill ihades and theie iweer fticams iff 
" But if you fear that I, o'er-grown with hair, 
*• Without a fire defy "the winter air, 
** Know I have mighty ftores of wood, and kwnr 
** Perpetual fires on my bright hearth do glow. 
** My foul, my life itfelf Humid Wm for the^ 
*' And this one eye, .as dear at life to me. 
** Why was not I with fins, like fifhes, made, 
' ** That J, like them, might in the deep have play! 

*' Than would I dive .beneath the yielding tide, 
** And kifs your hand, ,if you your- lips deny'd. 
** To thee I 'd lilies and red poppies bear, 
*^ And Bovvers that crown cach.feafon of the ycac 
^< But I 'm refolv'd I '11 learn .to fwim and dive 
ji <* Of the next firanger that does here ardve, 

i '< That th' undifcover'd pleafures Imay know 

11 ** Which you enjoy in tlie de^ flood. below. 

.. ** Come forth, =0 nynjph ! and coming forth foig 

j *« Like me that on this rock unmindful jfit 

I: '< (Of all tilings, elfe unmindful but of thee), 

r << Home to return forget,. and live with me, 

" Wjth mcthc fweet. and .pleafmg. labour chufe, 
** To feed the flock, and milk the burthen 'd eu'es 
•«< TopL-erstlicchcefe,.Aadthcibarprunnctto.i&fu£ 
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** My mother does unkindly ufe her fon, 
** By her negle6t the Cyclops is undone i 
** For irie ihe never labours to prevail, 
** Nor whifpers in your ear my amorous tale, 
" No *, though ihe knows I languiih every day^ 
•* And fees my body wafte, and ftrength decay. 
** But 1 more ills than what I feel will feign, 
** And of my head and of my feet complain ; 
** That, in her breaft if any pity lie, 
i' She may be fad, and grieved, as well as I. 
■ " O Cyclops, Cyclops, where 's thy reafbn fled ? 
* * If your young lambs with new-pluck'd baughs you fed , 
'* And watch'd your flock, wouldyou not fecmmorewife; 
*^ Milk what is next, purfue not that which flies. 
** Perhaps you may, (ince this proves fo unkind, 
, ** Another fairer Galatea find. 
** Me many virgins as I pafs invite 
** To wafte with them in love's foft (ports the mgfat ; 
<< And, if I but incline my iiftening ear-, 
<* New joys, new fmiles, in all tfeeir looks appear. 
** Thus we, it feems, can be belov'd ; and we, 
** It feems, are fomebody as well as iheJ'^ 

Thus did the Cyclops fan his raging fire. 
And fooch*d with gentle verie his fierce dcfire ; 
Thus pafs'd his hours with more delight and ea(e, 
Thanif the riches jof the world were his. 
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FLY fwift, yc hours ; yc il\ 
Bring back my love, or U 
Make hafte, O fun, and to my 
My Caelia brighter than thy&lf 
In ipite of thee, 'tis nt^t when 
Her eyes done can the glad beai 
That makes my iky look clear, s 
O when will ihe lift up her facrei 
And chaie away the flying ihades 
With lier how faft the flowing he 
But oh ! how long they (lay when 
So flowly time when clogged with 
So fwift when borne; upon the win 
Hardly three days, they tell me^ ] 
Yet 'tis an age fince I beheld her 1 
O, my aufpicious ilar, make hafl< 
To charm our hearts, and blefs o 
O, how I long on thy dear eyes t 
And chea^r my own with thpir rcf 
How my impatient, thirily foul d< 
Tq hmr th^ charming mufic of th 
Where pointed wit with folid ju< 
And in one eafy flream united Ro 
Whene'er you fpeak, with what d 
You call up every foul to every y 
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Shoii li Ld iix iurfoic iB lilt: jj& of fiszae : 

And die f*a*d Plg'-^f^-ft ssi cysr WiadiLf rk^ 
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SPOKEN TO THE QJJEEN, 
IN TRINITY COLLEGE NEW COURT. 

THOU equal partner of theTsyal bed. 
That mak'ft a crown fit loft on Charies's bead jt 
In whom, with grcatnefs virtue ddces her feat, 
Meeknefs with power, and piety with ihite ; 
AVhofe goodnefs might ev'n fa£tiou8 crowds redaiiif 
'Win thefeditiousy and the fatrage tame ; 
Tyrants themfelvesto gentleft mercy bring. 
And only ufdefs-is on fuch a king ! 
'See, mighty princefs, fee how every breaft 
With joy and wonder is at once poflcft r 
'Such was the joy which the firft mortals knew. 
When gods defcended to the peoplle's view. 
Such devout wonder did it then afford, 
'To fee thofe powers they had unfeen -ador'd, 
But they were feign'd ; nor, if they had been true. 
Could Ihcd more bieffings on the earth than you : 
Our courts, enlarged, their former bounds diichuiif 
To make reception for fo great a train : 
v/IIere may your facrcd breaft rejoice to fee. 
Your own age -ftrive with ancient piety ; 
Soon now, fmce bleft by your auipicious eyes. 
To full perfection fhall our fabric rife. 
Lefs powerful charms than yours of old could call 
The willing ftones into the Theban wall,. 
And ours, which now its rife to you (hall owe. 
More fam'd than that by your great name ihall grow. 

FLO 
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F L O R I A N A, 

A Pastoral, upon the Death of her Grace Ma&jt 
Duchefs of Southampton i68o, 

1>A M O N. 

T£LL me, my Thyrfis^ tell thy Damon, why 
Does my'k>^ (wain in this &d pofture lie'? 
What mean thefe (breams {till falling from thine eyes. 
Fail as thofe fighs from- thy fwoln bofom rife ? 
Has the fierce wolf broke through the fenced ground ? 
Have thy lambs fhay*d ? or has Dorinda fiown'd ? 
Thyrsis. The wolf? Ah! let him come, for 
now he may : 
Have thy lambs ftray'd? let them for ever fbray-: 
,J^rindafrown'd ? No, (he is ever mild ; 
*^ay, I remember but pift now ihe finil'd.; 
Alas ! fhe fmil'd; for to the lovely maid 
I^one had. the £atal tidings yet convey'd. 
Tell me then, ihepher4, tell me, canft thou find 
As long as thou art true, and ihe is. kind, 
A grief fo great, ^s xnay pxevail above 
.£v*n Damon.'s fricndfhip, or Dorinda's love? 

Dah* Sure the(e:is none. Thtr. But, Damouf 
there may be. 
-.What i£ the charming Floriana die ? 

Dam. Fairly the omen! Thyr. Butfuppoleittrue? 
J^AM. Then fhould J grieve^ jny Thyrfis, more 
.than you» 
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All drown'd in tears, melt into gentler fhowets 
Than April-drops upon the ^nging flowers ? 
Such tears as Venus for Adonis fhed. 
When at her feet the lovely youth lay dead t 
About her, all her little weeping Loves 
Ungirt her Ceftos, and unyok'd her doves. 

Dam. Come, pious- nymphs^ with fair Louifa cook. 
And vifit gentle Floriana's tomb ;. 
And, as ye walk the melancholy round. 
Where no unhallow'd feet prophane the giound» 
With your chafte hands frelh flowers^and odours flied 
About hsr llift obfeiue and filent bedj 
Still praying, as yc gently move your feet, 
*' Soft be her pillow, and her flymber (weet !" 

Th YR*. See where they come, a mournful lonely trutt 
As ever wept on fair Arcadians plain : 
Louifa, mournful far above the reft. 
In all the charms of beauteous forrow drsft* ; 
Juft are her tears, when ihe refle6bs how foon 
A beauty, fecond only to her own, 
Flourifli*d, look'd gay, was wither'd, and'is gone ! 

Dam. O, fheis gone ! gone like a new-born flower^ 
That deck'd'fbme virgin queen's delicious bower ; 
Tom from the ftalk by fome untimely blaft. 
And 'mongft the vileft weeds and rubbiih caftr 
Yer flowers return, and coming fprings difcloie 
The lily whiter, and more frefli the rofc ; 
But no kind feafon back her charms can bring, 
And Floriana has no fecond Spring. 

Thyr. 
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Thyr. Oy ihe is ftt ! fet like the falling fun t 
Daiknefs is round us, and g]}ad day is gone I 
A.las ! the fun that 's fet, again will rife» 
And gild with richer beams the moming-lkies ; 
But beauty, thou^ as bright as they it ihinesy. 
When its fliort gloty to the Weft declines, 
O, diere 's no h0p« of the returning light ; 
But all is long oblivioB> and eternal night ! 

TO THE UNKNOWN AUTHOR OF 

ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHELn 

T Thought, forgive my (in, the boaftcd fire 

■■•Of pocts*;^ibuU did long ago- expire ; ' 

Of folly or of madnefs did accufe 

The wretch that tBought himfelf pofleft with Mu(c i 

I^ugh'd at the god within, that did inQ>ire 

With m«ne than human thoughts the tuneful choir; 

Bu^fure lis more than fancy, or the dream 

Of rhymers {lumbering by the Mu(es' ftream. 

Some livelier fpark of heaven, and more refin'd 

From earthy diofs, fills the great Poet's- mind : 

Wttnefs theie mighty and immortal lines. 

Through each of which th' informing genius (hines : 

Scarce a diviner flame infpir'd the King, 

Of whom diy Mufe does (b fublimely fing : 

Not David's felf could in a nobler verfe 

His glorioufly-ofFcnding Son rehcarie ; 

* Mr. Dryden publifhcd it without his name. 
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Though ia his breaft the Prophet's fuiy i 
The Father's fondnefsy and the Poet's ym 
Here all conient in wonder tmd in praii 
And to the unknown Poet altars rai 
Which thou muft neeids accept widi tqus 
As when ^neas heard the wars of Troy 
Wrapt up hxmielf in darknefs and niiiei 
Extoll'd with wonder by the Tynan qiie 
Sure thou already art fecurc of fame, 
I7or want'fl new glories to exalt thy nam 
What Father elfe would have refus'd to < 
Sq great a Son as god-like Abfalom ? 



EPITHALAM 

U.P O N THE 

Marriage of Captain William 

*' Ille ego qui quondam gracili modulati: 
*' Arma vinimque cano." 

I, he, who fung of humble Oatcs bef 
Now fing a Captain ai^d a Man of W 

GODDESS of Rhyme, that didfl : 
The Captain with poetic fire. 
Adding frefli laurels to that brow 
Where thofe of viftory did grow, 
And fiatelier ornaments may flouri(h nov 
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If thou art well recovcr'd fince 

*< The Excommunicated Prince ^;" 

For that important tragedy 
Would have kilPd any Mufe but thee j 
Hither with fpeed, Oh ! hither move^ 
Pull hufkins off, and, ftnce to love 
The ground is holy that you tread in. 
Dance bare-foot at the Captain's wedding. 

See where he comes, and by his fidt 
His charming fair angelic bride : 
Such, or lefs lovely, was the dame 
So much renown'd, Fuhvia by name. 
With whom of old Tully did join, 
Then when his art did undermine 
The honid Popifli plot of Catiline. 
Oh faireft nymph of all Great Britain ! 
^Though thee my eyes I never fct on) 
Blu(h not on thy great lord to fmile. 
The fccond fsviour of our iile ; 
What nobler Captain could have led 
Thee to thy long'd-for marriage-bed : 
For know that thy all-daring Will is 
As ftout a hero as Achilles ; 
And as great things for thee has done, 
As Palmerin or th* Knight of th* Sun, 
And is himfelf a whole romance alone, 
I^et confcious Flanders fpeak, and be 
The witnefs of his chivalry^ 



} 
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* A Tragedy, by4Ca{>tain Bedloc, 168 r. 
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Yet that *s not all, his very word 
Has (lain as many as his fword : 
Though common bullies with thchr oaths 
Hurt little till they come to blows. 
Yet all his mouth-granadocs kill, 
And fave the pains of drawing flieeL 
This hero thy refiftlefs charms 
Have won to fly into thy arms 5 
For think not any mean defign. 
Or the inglorious itch of coin, 
Could ever have his breaft control'd. 
Or make him be a (lave to gold ; 
His love 's as freely given to thee 
As to the king his loyalty. 
Then, oh, receive thy mighty prize 
With open arms and wifhing eyes, 
Kifs that dear face, where may be feen 
His worth and parts that fkulk within ; 
That face, that juftly ftyl'd may be 
As true a difcoverer as he. 
Think not he ever falfe will prove. 
His well-known truth fecures his love j 
Do you a while divert his cares 
From his important grand affairs ; 
Let him have reipite now a while, 
From kindling the mad rabble's zeal : 
Zeal, that is hot as fire, yet dark and bli: 
Shews plainly tvhere its birth-place we ma 
In hell, where though dire flames for evej 
Yet 'tis the place of utter darkno^ too. 
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■-'t to his bed be furc be true 

^ lie to all the world and you> 

^ all your plots will elfe betray 

U ye She-Machiavels. can lay. 

^ all defigns, you know, has found, 

^(lough hatch'd in hell or under gn>und4 

*ft to the world fuch iecrets (hew 

^« fcarce the plotters themfelves knew ; 

^et, if by chance you hap to fin, 

\nd Love, while Honour *s napping, ihould creep in^ 

9tt be difcreet, and do not boaft 

D* th' treafon by the common poft. 

}o ihalt thou llill make him love on ; 

kll virtue 's in difcretion. 

io thou with him (halt fhine, and be 

Ils great a patriot as he ; 

ind when, as now in Chriflmas, all 

*or a new pack of cards do call, 

Lnother Popiih pack comes out 

7o pleafc the cits, and chann the rout : 

7hou, mighty queen, ihalt a whole fuit command, 

k. crown upon thy head, s^id fceptre ia thy hand ! 
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ON THE MARRtAOE OF 
GEORGE PR.INCE OF DENMAR! 

AND THE 

LADY ANNE, 

jrTp WA S Love condu£i:ed durough the Bridilimai 

-»■ On a more high defign the ra3ral Dane» 
Than when of old with an invading hand 
His fierce forefathers came to fpoil die land : 
And love has gainM him by a nobler way, 
A braver conqueft and a richer prey. 

For battles won, and countries fav'd renown'd, 
Shaded with laurels, and with honours crown'dy 
From fields with flaughter flrew'd, the hero came, 
Kis arms neglefted, to purfue his flame. 
Like Mars returning from the noble chace 
Of flying nations through the plains of Thrace, 
When, dcckM with trophies and adom*d with ljx)ili 
He meets the goddefs that rewards his toils ! 
But, oh ! what tranfports did his heart invade 
When firfl: he faw the lovely, royal maid ! 
Fame, that fo high did her perfedlions rai(e, 
Seem'd now detra6Hon, and no longer praife ! 
All that could noblefl: minds to love engage. 
Or into foftnefs melt the foldier's i-agc. 
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All that couW fpread abroad refiftlefs fire, 

And eager wifhes raife, and fierce defire, 

All tbat was charming, all that was above 

Ev'n poets fancies, though refinM by love, 

All native beauty dreft by every grace 

Of fweeteft youth fat (hining in her face ! 

Where, where is now the generous fury gone, 

That through thick troops urg'd the wing'd warrior on ? 

Where now the fpirit that awM the lifted field ; 

Created to command, untaught to yield ? 

It yields, it yields, to Anna's gentle fway. 

And thinks it above triumphs to obey. 

See at thy feet, illuftrious princefs, thrown 

All the rich fpoils the mighty hero won ! 

His fame, his laurels, arc thy beauties due. 

And all his conquefts are outdone by you : 

Ah ! lovely nymph, accept the noble prize, 

A tribute fit for thofe vi£Vorious eyes ! 

Ah ! generous maid, pais not relcntlcfs by. 

Nor let war's chief by cruel beauty die ! 

Though unexpcrienc'd youth fond fcruples movc» 

And bluilies rife but at the name of love ; 

Tliough over all thy thoughts and every fenfe 

The guard is plac'd of vii-gin innocence ; 

Yet from thy father's generous blood we know 

Rcfpcdi: for valour in thy brcaft docs glow ; 

'Tis but agreeing to thy royal birth. 

To fmile on virtue and heroic worth, 

Love, in fuch noble feeds of honour Town, • 

The chaftell virgin need not blufti to own. 

I 3 W^-QOi 
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Whom would thy royal father iboner find. 
In thy lov'd arms to his high lineage join'd. 
Than him, whom fuch exalted virtues crowny 
That he might think them copy'd from his own ? 
Who to the field equal deiires did bring. 
Love to his brother, iervice to his king. 
Who Denmark's crown, and the anointed head, ^ 
Kefcued at once, and back in triumph led, I 

Forcing his paiTage through the (laughter'd Swede. J 
Such virtue him to thy great (ire commends. 
The beft of princes, fubjedts, brothers, friend's ! 
The people's wonder, and the court's delight. 
Lovely in peace, as dreadful in the fight ! 
What can fuch charms refifl ? The royal maid. 
Loth to deny, is yet to grant afraid ; 
But love, Hill growing as her fears decay^ 
Confcnts at laft, and gives her heart away. 

Now with loud triumphs are the nuptials crownM, 
And with glad ihouts the fbreets and palace (bund I 
Illuftrious pair ! fee what a general joy 
Does the whole land's united voice employ ! 
From you they omens take of happier years. 
Recall lofl hopes, and banifh all their fears t. 
Ijet boding planets threaten from above. 
And fullen Saturn join with angry Jove : 
Your more auipicious flames, that here unite, 
Vanquilh the malice of their mingled light ! 
Heaven of its bounties now fhall laviih grow. 
And in full tides unenvy'd bleiiings flow ! 

The 
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The fhaken throne more furely fU*d ihall (land, ' 

And cursed- rebellion fly the happy land 1 

At your bleft union civil difcords ceafe, 

Ccnfufion turns to order, rage to peace ! 

So> when at firft in Chaos and old Night 

Hot things with cold, and moift with dry did fight^ 

Love did the warring feeds to union bring. 

And over all things flretch'd his peaceful wing> 

Tlie jarring elements no longer ftrovc, 

And a world Parted forth, the beauteous work of Love ! 



ON THE DEA.TH OF 

KING CHARLES THE SECOND, 

AND THE XNAGURATION OP 

KING JAMES THE SECOND, 

TF the indulgent Mufe (the only cure 
^ For all the ills aflli6bd minds endure, 
That iweetens ibrrow, and makes fadnefs pleafe, 
And heals the heart by telling its difcafe). 
Vouchfafe her aid, we alfo will prefume 
With humble verfe t* approach the facred tomb j 
There flo>ving dreams of pious tears will fhed, 
Sweet incenfe burn, frelh flowers and odours fpread, 
Our lafl fad ofierings to the royal dead ! 

Dead is the king, who all our lives did blefs ! 
Our Hrength in war^ and our delight in peace i 

1 4 Was 
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Was evar prince like him to mortals given F 
So much the joy of earth, and care of heareii 
Under the prelTure of unequal fate. 
Of (b ere£^ a mind and foul (b great 4 
So full of meeknefs and (b void of pride. 
When borne aloft by Fortune's higheft tide I 
His kindly beams on the ungrateful foil 
Of this rebellious, ftubbom, murmuring iflc 
Hatch'd plenty ; eafe and riches did bellow. 
And made the land with milk and honey fic 
Lefs bleft was Rome when mild Auguftus fwa 
And the glad world for love, not fear, obey 
Mercy, like heaven's, his chief prerogative ! 
His joy to fave, and glory to forgive I 
Who lives, but felt his influence, and did fh; 
His boundlefs goodnefs and paternal care ? 
And, whilft with all th* endearing arts he ftr< 
On fcvery fubjcft's heart to feal his love, 
What breaft fo hard, what heart of human ma 
But, foftening, did the kind impreflion take ? 
Belov'd and loving ! with fuch virtues grac'd. 
As might on common heads a crown have plai 
How Ikill'd in all the myfteries of ftate ! 
How fitting to fuftain an empire's weight ! 
How quick to know ! how ready to advife ! 
How timely to prevent ! how more than fenate 
Hit words how charming, affable, and fweet ? 
How juft his cenfure ! and how (harp his \yit ! 
i I How did his charming convcrfation plcafe 

The bleft attenders on his hours of eafe ; 
6 
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When gracioufly he deignM to condcfcend, » 

Pleas*d to exalt a fubje£t to a friend ! 
To the moft low how eafy of acccfs ? 
Willing to hear, and longing to redrefs I 
His mercy knew no bounds of time or place, 
His reign ,was one continued zd: of grace ! 
Good Titus couldy but Charles could never {ay. 
Of all his royal life, « he loft a day." 
Excellent prince ! O once our joy and care. 
Now cur eternal grief and deep defpair ! 
O father ! or if aught than father 's more, 
How (hall thy children their fad lofs deplore ? 
How grieve enough, when anxious thoughts recall 
The mournful ftory of their fovereign's fall ? 
Oh ! who that fcene of forrow can di(p!ay j 
When, waiting death, the fearlefs monarch lay ! 
Though great the pain and anguifh that he bore. 
His friends' and fubjefts' grief afffift him mdre I 
Yet even that, and coming fate, he bears ; 
But finks and faints to Ice a brother's tears ! 
The mighty grief, that (\vLll*d his royal breaft. 
Scarce reach'd by thought, can't be by words expreft ! 
Grief for himfelf ! for grief for Charles is vain. 
Who now begins a new triumphant reign, 
Welcom'd by all kind fpirits and faints above, 
Who fee themfelves in him, and their own likenefs love ! 

What godlike virtues muft that prince adorn, 
Who can fo plcaie, while fuch a prince we mourn ! 
Who elfe, bt^t that great He, who now commands 
Th* united nation's voice, and hearts, and hands. 

Could 
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Could fo the love of a whole people gain. 
After fo excellent a monarch's reign ! 
Mean Virtues after Tyrants may fucceed 
And pleaie ; but after Charles a James we nee 
This, this is he, by whofe high a^ons grac*d 
The preTent age contends with all the pail : 
Uim heaven a pattern did for heroes form. 
Slow to advife, but eager to perform : 
In council calm, fierce as a itorm in fight I 
Danger his fport, and labour his dcligh^. 
To him the fleet and camp, the fea and fi^dv 
Do equal harvefls of bright glory yield ! 
Who can forget, of royal blood how free. 
He did aflert the empire of the fea ? 
The Belgian fleet endeavoured, but in vaio. 
The tempeft of his fury to fuftain ; 
Shatter'd and torn before his flag they fty 
Like doves, that the exalted eagle fpy 
Ready to (loop and fcizc them from on high. 
He, Neptune-like (when from his watery bed 
Serene and calm he lifts his awful head. 
And fmiles, and to his chariot gives the rein). 
In triumph rides o*cr the aflerted main 1 
Rejoicing crowds attend him on the ftrand,. 
Loud as the fea, and numerous as the (and ; 
So joy the many : but the wifcr few 
The godlike prince with filent wonder view : 
A joy, too great to be by voice exprcft. 
Shines in each eye, and beats in every breaft.: 
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g. They faw him deftin'd for ibme greater day. 

And in his looks the omens read of hts imperial ftnif ^ 
J >?Gr do his civil virtues left appear, 
I, To perfe6l the illuftrious charadcr; 
^ To merit juft, to needy vimie kind, 
< True to his word, and faithful to his friend ! 

What *s well reiblv'd, as firmly he purfues ; 

FixM in his choice, as carefol how to chuie I 
^ Honour was bom» not planted in his heart; 

And virtue came by nature, not by art. 
V Albion ! forget thy forrows, and adore 

That prince, who all the bleffings does reftore. 

That Charles, the faint, made thee enjoy before ! 

*Tis done ; with turrets croWn'd, I fee her rife, 

And tears are wip'd for ever from her eyes I 
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PROLOGUE 

TO N. L E E'S 
LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 

T O N G has the tribe of poets on the ftagc 
-■^ Groan'd under perfecuting critics* rage, 
But with the found of railing and of rhyme. 
Like bees united by the tinkling chime, 
The little flinging infe£ls fwarm the moiv, 
Their buzzing greater than it was before. 
But, oh ! ye leading voters of the Pit, 
That infe^ others with your too much wit* 
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That well-affc£ted members do {educe. 
And with your malice poifon half the houie i 
Know, your ill-manag'd arbitrary (way 
Shall be no more endur'd, but ends this day. 
Rulers of abler condu£l we will chufe. 
And more indulgent to a trembling Mufe ; 
Women, for ends of government more fit. 
Women (hall rule the Boxes and the Pit» 
Give laws to Love, and influence to Wit. 
Find me one man of fenfe in all your roll. 
Whom fome one woman has not made a fooL 
Ev'n bufmefs, that intolerable load 
Under which man docs groan, and yet is proud. 
Much httxtc they could manage would they plea 
*Tis not their want of wit, but love of eaie. 
For, fpitc of art, more wit in them appears, 
Though we boaft ours, and they diflemble theirs 
Wit once was ours, and (hot up for a while. 
Set fliallow in a hot and barren foil ; 
But when tranfplanted to a richer ground. 
Has in their Eden its perfc45lion found. 
And 'tis but jufl they fhould our wit invade, 
Whilft we fet up their painting patching trade j 
As for our courage, to our (hame 'tis known. 
As they can raiie it, they can pull it down. 
At their own weapons they our bullies a\i-e, 
Faith ! let them make an anti-falick law ; 
Prcfcribc to all Mankintl, as well as Plays, 
And wear the brctciies, as they wear tlic bays. 
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TO THE PEOPLE OF ENGLAND. 

A DETESTATION OF CIVIL WAR. 

FROM HORACE, EPOD. VII. 

OH ! whither do ye ru(h, and thus prepare 
To rouze again the fleeping war ? 
Has then fo little Englifli blood been fpilt 

On fca and land with equal guilt ? 
Not that again we might our arms advance. 

To check the infolent pride of France ; 
Not that once more we might in fetters bring 

An humble captive Gallic king ? 
Bwt, to the wifli of the infulting Gaul, 

That we by our own hands fiiould fall. 
Nor wolves nor lions bear fo fierce a mind ; 

They hurt not their own favage kind : 
Is i^ blind rage, or zeal, more blind and flrong. 

Or guilt, yet lironger, drives you on ? 
Anfwer ; but none can anfwer ; mute and pale 

They ftand ; guilt does o'er words prevail : 
'Tis fo : heiA^en's juilice threatens us from high j 

And a king's death from earth docs cry ; 
E'er fince the martyr's innocent blood was (hed, 
Upon our fathers, and on our?, and on our childrens* 
head. 
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TO MR. CREECH, 
Oa his Translation of Luc re ti vs. 

WH AT to begin would have been madnefs though, 
Exceeds our praife when to perfection brought; 
Who could believe Lucretius* lofty (bng 
Could have been rcach'd by any modem tongue ? 
Of all the fuitors to imnnortal fame. 
That by tranflations ftrove to raife a name. 
This was the teft, this the Ulyffes* bow. 
Too tough by any to be bent but you. 
Cams himfelf of the hard talk complains. 
To fetter Grecian thoughts in Roman chains ; 
Much harder thine, in an unlearned tongue 
To hold in bonds, fo eafy yet fo ftrong, 
The Greek philofophy and Latin fong. 
If then he boafts that round his facred head 
Frcfli garlands grow, and branching laurels (pread. 
Such as not all the mighty Nine before 
E*er gave, or any of their darlings wore ; 
What laurels ihould be thine, what crowns thy due, 
What garlands, mighty Poet, fliould be grac'd by you ? 
Though deep, though woiftdrous deep, his fenfc does 

flow, 
Thy fliining ftyle does all its riches (how j 
So clear the dream, that through it we defcry 
All the bright gems that at the bottom lie ; 

Here 
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Here you the troublers of our peace remove. 

Ignoble fear, and more ignoble love : 
Eifere we are taught how firft our race begMS* 

And by what fieps our fotbere cliznb'd to nas ; 
'nTo man a< now he is — widi koowkdge filld 'r 

)n arts of peace and war, in nu nDc rt ISull'd^ l 

^Equal before to fellow-grazen of the field ! J 

Nature's fird ^te, \^ich, weQ tnnl^'d aodmvfi'd^ 
I (For owners in all ages have been fbnad)^ v 

"(Has made a ^'modern wit ib much resiown'd^ J 

When thee we read, we find to be no mort 
*i Than what was Tung a tiiou&nd years befun. 

Thou only for this noble taik were fit, i 

To (hame thy age to a juft ^ie of wk, v 

By fhewing how the learned Romans wric J 

K To teadh fat heavy clowns to know tbek trade, 
* And not turn wiu, who were for purtors flB^dc ; 

But quit faUe claims to the poetic ragt. 

For fquibs and crackers, and a Smithfiield lta^« 

Had Providence e'er meant that, is ddpigbt 
f Of art and nature, foch dull clods ikxHil4 wiitc^ 

Bavius and Ma^ius had been iav'd by Face 

For Settle and for Shadwell to traoflatc, 
^ As it fo many ages has for tbee 
'' PrefenT'd Jthe mighty work that now we iec# 
i 

•Hobbcf. 
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VIRGIL'S FIFTH ECLOGUE 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Mopfus and Menalcas, tx^-o very expert fhephcrds at i 
fong, begin one by confent to the memory of Daph- 
nis, who Is fuppoied by the beft critics to repreiat 
Julius Ccfar. Mopfus laments his death ; Mcnalcai 
proclaims his divinity. The whole Eclogue coniifi- 
ing of an Elegy, and an Apotheofis, 

MENALCAS. 

MOPS US, fmce chance does us together bring, 
And you fo well can pipe, and I can fing, 
Why fit we not beneath this fecrct fhade. 
By elms and hazels mingling branches made ? 

M o P s u s. 
Your age commands rcfpcft ; and I obey. 
Whether you in this lonely copfe will ftay. 
Where weftem winds the bending branches (hake, 
And in their play the fhades uncertain make; 
Or whctlier to that fiknt care you go, 
The better choice ! fee how the wild vines grow 
Luxuriant round, and fee how wide they fpread. 
And in the cave their pui-plc cluftcrs Ihcd ! 

MENALCAS. 
Amyntas only dares contend with you. 

M o P s u s. 
VMiy not as well contend with Phoebus too ? 

M E N A !• 
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MENALCAS. 

Begin, begin ; whether the mournful fiame 
Of dying Phillis, whether Alcon*s fame. 
Or Codrus* brawls, thy. willing Mufe provoke ; 
Begin j young Tityrus will tend the flock. 

M o P s u s. 
Yes, I '11 begin, and the fad fong repeat, 
That on the beech's bark I lately writ, 
And fct to fweeteft notes ; yes, I *11 begin, 
And after that, bid you, Amyntas, fing. 

MENALCAS. 

As much as the moft humble fhrub that grows, 
Yields to the beauteous bluihes of the rofe, 
Or bending ofiers to the olive tree ; 
So much, I judge, Amyntas yields to ^ee. 

M o P s u s. 
Shepherd, to this difcourfe here put an end, 
This is the cave ; (it, and my verfe attend. 

M o p s u s. 
When the fad fate of Daphnis reach'd their ears. 
The pitying nymphs dilfolv'd in pious tears, 
Witncfs, ye hazels, for ye heard their cries j 
Witnefs, ye floods, fwoln with their weeping eyes. 
The mournful mother (on his body cafl) 
The fad remains of her cold fon embraced. 
And of di' unequal tyranny they us'd. 
The cruel gods and cruel flars accused. 
Then did no fwain mind how his flock did thrive, 
Nor thirfly herds to the cold river drive ; 

K The 
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The generous horfe tum'd from frfrih ftreao 
And on the fwccteftfrtfs teftisM to feed. 
Daphnisy thy dteth ev'fi "^^kicdft lioiik^ itiear 
And htlis and Wd6d& their dries and groans 
Daphnis Armenian ^i^ers' fidrenefs brbke. 
And brought them wRlitog ro tht facred yc 
Baphnis to Bacchus' worfhlp did dnhiki 
The revels of his confecrated train ; 
The reeling priefts with vines and ivy cro^ 
And their long Tpears Viri£h dufter'd branchc 
As vines the elm, as grapes the vinb adorn. 
As bulls die herd, ^s fields the ripdn'd con 
Such grace, fuch ornament, wert thou to a 
That gloryM to be thine : fincc thy fad fall 
!No more Apotto his glkd "prefcncc yields. 
And Pales' fclf fbr&kes her hated fields. 
Oft where the fineft barley ive did fbw. 
Barren wild oats and hurtful darnel grow ; 
And where foft violets did the vales adorn. 
The thiftle rifes, and the prickly thorn. 
Come, Ihei^erds, ftrow with flowers the halloa 
The facred fountains with thick boughs funx 
Daj^nis theie rites requires : to Daphnis* pr 
Shepherds, a tomb vvrith this infcription null 
•* Here fam'd from earth to heaven I Daphn 
** Fair was the flock 1 fed, but much more f^ 

M£KALCA8. 

^uch, divine Poet, to my raviih'd ears 
Are the fweet numbers of thy mournful yeri 
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As to tir'd fwains foft flumbers on the grafs; 
As freflieft fprings that through green meadows paTs, 
To one that 's parch'd with thirfl and fummer's heat. 
In thee thy mafter ^oes his equal meet : 
Whether your voice you .tiy, or tune your reed^ 
Bleft Twain, 'tis you alone can him fucceed ! 
Yet, as I can, I in return will fmg : 
I too thy Daphnis to the fiars will bring, 
I too thy jaaphnis to the ftars, with you, 
Will raife, for Daphnis lov'd Manaicas too. 

M o p 8 u s. 
Is there a thing that I could more defire } 
For neither can there be a fubjeft higher. 
Nor, if the praife of Stimichon be true. 
Can it be better fung than *tis by you ? 

MENALCAS. 
Daphnis now, wondering at the glorious (how. 
Through heaven's bright pavement does triumphant 

go. 
And fees the moving clouds, and the fix'd ftars below: 
Therefore new joys make glad the woods, the plains, 
Pan and the Dryads, and the chearful fwains : 
The wolf no ambufli for the flock does lay, 
No cheating nets the harmlefs deer betray, 
Daphnis a general peace commands, and Nature does | 

obey. 

Hark ! the glad mountains raife to heaven their voice ! 
^ark ! the hard rocks in myftic tunes rejoice ! 
Hark.f through the thickets wondrous fongs refound, 
A God ! A Go4 ! Mcnalcas, he is crown'd ! 



:} 
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O be propitious ! O be good to thine ! 

See I bere four hallowM altars we defign^ 

To Daphnis two, to Phoebus two we rai(e> 

To pay the yearly tribute of our praife : 

Sacred to thee, they each returning year 

Two bowls of milk and two of oil (hall bear : 

Feafts I '11 ordain, and to thy deathlefs pndie 

Thy votaries* exalted thoughts to raife. 

Rich Chian wines Ihall in full goblets flow. 

And give a tafte of Nefhir here below, 

Damaetas fliall with Li6han Mgon join. 

To celebrate with fongs the rites divine. 

Alphiiibaeus with a reeling gait 

Shall the wild Satyrs* dancing imitate. 

When to the nymphs we vows and ofierings pay, 

When we with folcmn rites our fields furvcy, 

Thefe honours ever Ihall be thine : the boar 

Shall in the fields and hills delight no more ; 

No more in ftreams the filh, in flowers the bee. 

Ere, Daplmis, we forget our (bngs to thee : 

Offerings to thee the ihepherds every year 

Shall, as to Bacchus and to Ceres, bear : 

To thee, as to thofe Gods, (hall vows be made, 

And vengeance wait on thofe by whom they are not pai^' 

M o P s u s. 
What prefcnt worth thy verfe can Mopfus find ? "] 
Not the foft whifpers of the Southern wind > 

So much delight my car, or charm my mind ; J 
Not founding fhorcs beat by the murmuring ride, 
Nor rivers that through ftony vallies glide. 

MENALCAS. 
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MENALCAS. 

Firft you this pipe fhall take ; and 'tis the fame 
That play'd poor Cory don's * unhappy flame : 
The fame that taught me Melibxus' f iheep. 

M o P s u s. 
You then ihall for my fake this fheephook keep» 
Adorn'd with brafs, which I have oft deny'd 
To young Antigenes in his beauty's pride : 
And who could think he then in vain could fue ? 
Yet him I would deny, and freely giv^ it you. 



TO MR. WALLER, 

UPON THE 

Copy of Verfes made by himfelf on the laft 
Copy in his Book |« 
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"ITrHEN (hame, for all my foolifli youth had writ, 
^^ A-dvis'd 'twas time the rhyming trade to quit 
Time to grow wife, and be no more a wit-— 
The noble fire, that animates thy age. 
Once more inflam'd me with poetic rage. 
. Kings, heroes, nymphs, the brave, the fair, the youngL 
Have been the theme of thy immortal fong : 
A nobler argument at lad thy Mufe, 
Two things Divire, Thee and Herfclf, does chufe. 

♦ Virg. Eel. ii. f Eel. iii. 

+ See Waller's Poems. 
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Age, whofe dull weight makes vtil^r fpii 
Gives wihgs to thine, aiid hidi it ap\^ard i 
No more confin'd, above thfe fburry ikies. 
Out from thfe body's broken cage it Bies, 
But, oh ! vouchfefe, not wholly to retire. 
To join with and compleat th' etherial cho 
Still here remain ; ftill on the threihold ftj 
Still at this diftance view the promised lan< 
Though thou may*ft fecm, fo heavenly is tl 
Not going thither, but riew come from ther 



N 



AFTER the fierceft pangs of hot defi« 
Between Panthea's riling breads 
His bending breaft Philander refts ; 
Though vanquifli'd, yet unknowing to retir 
Ciofe hugs the charmer, and afham'd to yiel 
Though he has loft the day, yet keeps the fi 



II. 

When, with a ligh, the fair Panthea fkid. 
What pity 'tis, ye gods, that all 
The noblcft warriors fooneft fall ! 
Then with a kifs fhc gently rear'd his head j 
Arm'd him again to fight, for nobly (he 
More lov'd the combat than the vidory. 



re r 
:hou^ltf 
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III. 
Riches and titles ! why ihould they prevaily 
Where duty, love, and adoration, fail ? 

Lovely Amyra, fhouldft thou prize 
The empty noife that a fine title makes^ ; 
Or the vile trafli that with the vulgar takes. 

Before a heart that bleeds for thee, and d 
Unkind ! but pity the poor fwain 
Your rigour kills, nor triumph o'er the flai 



SONG. 



Q £ £ what a conqueft love has made ! 
^ Beneath the myrtle's amorous fhade 
The charming fair Corinna lies 

All melting in defire, 
Quenching in tears thofe flowing eyes 

That fet the world on fire ! 
II. 
What cannot tears and beauty do ? 
The youth by chance flood by, and knew 
For whom thofe cryflal ibcams did flow | 

And though he ne'er before 
To her eyes brighteft rays did bow. 

Weeps too, and does adore. 
III. 
So when the heavens ferene and clear. 
Gilded with gaudy light appear. 
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Bach craggy rock, and every ftone, 

Their native rigour keep j 
But when in rain the clouds fail downy 

The hardeft marble weeps. 



TO MR. HENRY DICKINSON, 

ON HIS TRANSLATION OP 

" Simon's Critical Hiftoiy of the Old Teftamcnt.'* 

WH AT fenfelefs loads have over-charg*d the prefs. 
Of French impertinence, in Engliih drefs ! 
How many* dull tranilators every day 
Bring new fupplies of novel, farce, or play ! 
Like damn*d French penfioners, with foreign aid 
Their native land with nonfenfe to invade, 
Till we 're o*er-run more with the wit of France, 
Her naufeous wit, than with her Protettants. 
But, Sir, this noble piece obligeth more 
Than all their trafli hath plaguM the town before : 
With various learning, knowledge, flrength of thought, 
Order and art, and folid judgement fraught ; 
No lefs a piece than this could make amends 
For all the trumpery France amongfl us fends. 
Nor let ill-grounded fuperftitious fear 
Fright any but the fools from reading here. 
The (kcxed oracles may well endure 
Th' cza^bft icarch, of their own truth fecure j 
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Though at this piece (bme lunfy zealots bawl. 
And to their aid a numerous fkdion call 
With (Iretch'd-out anns, as if the ark could fiall 
Yet wifer heads will think fi> firm ic ftands. 
That, were it fhook, 'twould need no mortal hands. 
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TO MR. DRYDEN, 
On his "Troilus and CRBasiDA,** 16791 

AN D will our Mafter Poet then admit 
A young beginner an the trade of wit. 
To bring a plain and niflic Muie, to wait 
On his in all her glorious pomp and fiate f 
Can an unknown, unheard-^, private name. 
Add any luflre to fo bright a fame f 
No ! fooncr planets to the fun may giv^ 
That light which they themselves (rom hkn deri^. 
Nor could my ficldy fancy entertain 
A thought fo foolifti, or a pride fo vaiji. 
But, as when kings through <:rowd8 in Ciiomplit go, 
The meanell wretch that gazes at the fhovr. 
Though to that pomp his voice can add iw naore^ 
Than when we drops into the ocean pour. 
Has leave his tongue in praiies to employ 
(Th* accepted language of ofl&cious joy) : 
So I in loud applaufcs may reveal 
To you, great King of Veirfe, my loyal zeal. 
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r tell widl tvhttt majeftic gt^ce and mien 
r Mvi(t AifyisLys heifelf in every fcen^ j 
^hat rich Fdbes Hie has hik Creffid drtft, 
[ with what gentle fimi inflam'd her bitaft. 
' when thdft fading eyes hct aid implored) 
all their fparkling lu^ }0i» rbftorM, 
ed more eharms> frtOi beauties on them fhei^ 

to new youth rfecall'd the lotely maid. 
' nobly flic the royal l*other« draws j 

great thtir qUan-el, a&d htm great their cauffe t 

juftly rais'd ! and by what juft degrees, 
fweet calm does the rough tempeft ceafe ! 
r not now " the God-like Roman's ragej" 
or and Troilus, darlings of our age, 
[ hand in hand with Brutus tread the ftage. 
akefpeare, 'tis true, this tale of Troy firfl toId,1 

as with Ennius Virgil did of o3d, 
found it dirt, but you have made it gold. 
xk and undigefted heap it lay. 
Chaos ere the dawn of infant day, 
rou. did firil the chearful light di^lay. 
us'd it was as Epicurus' world 
Ltoms, by blind Chance together hurl'd, 
rou have made fuch order through it fliinc 
)udly fpeaks the workmanfhip divine, 
aft tien, O Troy ! and triumph in thy flames, 
make thee fung by three fuch mighty names. 
Ilium ftood. Homer had ne'er been read, 
iie fweet Mantuan fwan his wii^s diflplayM, 

. Not 
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Kor thou, the third, but equal in renown^ 
Thy matchlefs ikill in this great fubje^ ihown. 
Not Priam's felf, nor all the Trojan ftatc. 
Was worth the faving at fo dear a rate. 
But they now flourifh, by you mighty three. 
In verie more lading thai^their walls could be : 
Which never, never fhall like them decay. 
Being built by hands divine as well as they ; 
Never till, our great Charles being fung by you» 
Old Troy fhall grow lefs famous than the New. 

PARIS TO HELEN. 

TRANSLATED FROM OVID'S EPISTLES. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Paris, having failed to Sparta for the obtaining of Helen, 
whom Venus had promifcd him as the reward of his 
adjudging the Prize of Beauty to her, ^^'as nobly there 
entertained by Mcnelaus, Helen's hufband j but he, 
being called away to Crete, to take poffeflion of what 
was left him by his grand-father Atreus, commends 
his gueft to the care of his wife. In his abfenceParis 
courts her, and writes to her the following epilUe. 

ALL health, fair nymph, thy Paris fends to thee, 
-'' ^ Though you, and only you, can give it me. 
Shall I then fpeak ? or is it needlefs grown 
' tell a paffion that itfelf has (hown ? 

I Does 
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Docs not my love itfelf too open lay. 
And all I think in all I do betray ? 
If not, oh ! may it ilill in fecret lie. 
Till Time with our kind wilhes (hall comply; 
Till all our joys may to us come iincere. 
Nor lofe their price by the allay of fear ! 
In vain I ftrive ; who can that fire conceal. 
Which does itfelf by its own light reveal ? 
But, if you needs would hear my trembling tongue 
Speak what my a£tions have declared fo long, 
I love ; you *ve there the word that does impart 
The trucft meifage from my bleeding heart : 
Forgive me. Madam, that I thus confefs 
To you, my fair phyfician, my difcafc. 
And with fuch looks this fuppiiant paper grace 
As bcft become the beauties of that face. 
May that fmooth brow no angry wrinkle wear. 
But be your looks as kind as they arc fair. 
Some pleafure 'tis to think thefe lines fhall find 
An entertainment at your hands fo kind. 
For this creates a hope, that I too may, 
Recciv'd by you, as happy be as they. 
Ah ! may that hope be true ! nor I complain 
That Venus promised you to me in vain : 
For know, left you through ignorance offend 
The gods, 'tis heaven that me does hither fend. 
None of the meaneft of the powers divine. 
That firft infpir'd, ftill favours my defign. 
Great is the prize I fcek, I muft confefs, 
But neither is my due or oocrit lefs : 

Venus 
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Venus has promis'd (he would you aflun. 
Fair as herfelf, to be for e^rer miae. 
Guided by her, my Troy I left for thatf 
^or fear'd the dangers of the faithleis iou 
She, with a kind and an auspicious gale. 
Drove the good (hip, and ilretch*d out ever; 
For (he, who fprung out of the teeming dec 
IStill o'er the main does her wide empire kec 
Still may ihe keep it ! and as (he with eaie 
Allays the wrath of the moft angry feas» 
So may ihe give my ftormy mind ibme refit 
And calm the raging tempeft of my hmft 
And bring home all my fighs and all my vw 
To their wiihM harbour and delir'd repofe! 
Hither my flames I brought, not found tb 
I my whole courfe by their kmd light did fie 
For I by no miftake or fionn was tofi 
Againft my will upon this happy coaft. 
Nor as a merchant did I plow the main 
To venture life, like ibrdid fools, for gain. 
No ; may the gods preferve my preient ftorej 
And only give me you to make it more f 
Nor to admire the place came I fo far ; 
I have towns richer than your cities are. 
^Tis you I feek, to me from Venus due ; 
You were my wifh, before your charms I kn 
Bright images of you my mind did draw. 
Long ere my eyes the lovely obje£k iaw. 
Nor wonder that, with the fwift-winged dart 
At fuch a dillance you could wound my hear 
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So Fate ordainM ; and left you fight with Fate, 
Hear and believe die truth I ihall relate. 

Now in my mother's womb ftiut up I lay. 
Her fatal burthen longing for the day, 
When (he in a myfterious dream was told. 
Her teeming womb a burning totx:h did hold { 
Frighted (he rifes, and her vifion fhe 
To Priam tells, and to his prophets he ; 
1)iey fing that I all Troy ihould fet on fire : 
But fure Fate meant the flames of my defire. 
For fear of this, among the fwains exposed. 
My native greatnefs every thing difclos'd. 
Beauty, and ibrength, and courage, join'd in on6> 
Through all difguife, fpoke me a monarch's fon. 
A place there is in Ida's thickeft grove, 
With oaks and fir-trees (haded all above, 
The grafs hepc grows untouched by bleating flocks. 
Or mountain goat, or the laborious ox. 
FnMn hence Troy's towers, magnificence, and pride, 
Lemning againft an aged oak, I fpy'd. 
When (height methought I heard the trembling ground 
Widi the ftrange noife of trampling feet refound. 
In the fame inftant }ove's great meflenger. 
On all his wings borne through the yielding ahv 
Lighting before my wondering eyes did ftand, 
His golden rod ihone in his facred hand : 
With him three charming geddeflfes there came> 
Juno, and Pallas, and die Cyprian dame. 
With an unufual fear I flood aroazfd. 
Till iChut the god my iinkiBg courage raised ; 

a Fear 
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" Fear not ; thou art Jove's fubftitute bdow, 
** The prize of heavenly beauty to beAow j 
<* Contending goddeflcs appeal to you, 
<< Decide their ftrife." He fpake, and up he fie* 
Then, bolder grown, I throw my fears away. 
And every one with curious eyes furvey : 
Each of them merited the viftory. 
And I their doubtful judge was griev'd to feej 
That one muft have it, when defcrv'd by three. 
But yet that one there was which moft prevail'd. 
And with more powerful charms my heart aflaiPd 
Ah ! would you know who thus my breaft could i 
Who could it be but the fair Queen of Love ? 
With mighty bribes they all for conqueft flrive, 
Juno will empires, Pallas valour give, 
Whilft I ftand doubting which I ihould prefer^ 
Empire's foft eafe, or glorious toils of War ; 
But Venus gently fmilM, and thus (he fpake ; 
** They 're dangerous gifts : O do not, do not ta 
" I '11 make thee Love's immortal pleafures knov 
" And joys that in full tides for ever flow. 
" For, if you judge the conqueft to be mine, 
*' Fair Leda's fairer daughter ihall be thine." 
She fpake j and I gave her the conqueft due. 
Both to her beauty, and her gift of you. 

Meanwhile (my angry ftars more gentle grown 
I am acknowledged royal Priafh's fon. 
All the glad court, all Troy does celebrate. 
With a new feftival, my change of fate. 
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<And as I now languiih and die for thee, 
So did the beauties of all Troy for me. 
*You o'er a heart with fovereign power do reign j 
^or which a thoufand virgins iigh'd in vain : 
Vor did queens only fly to my embrace, 
Sut nymphs of form divine, and heavenly race, 
M all their loves with cold difdain rcpreft, 
9ince hopes of you firft fir*d my longing breali. 
"Your charming form all day my fancy drew, 
^nd when night came, my dreams were»all of you. 
"^That pleafures then muft you yourfelf impart, 
^Vhofe ihadows only fo furi^iz'd my heart i 
.And oh ! how did I burn approaching nigher, 
^That was fo fcorch'd by fo remote a fire ! 

For now no longer could my hopps refrain 
Krom feeking their wifh'd object through the main. 
X fell the ftately pine, and every tree 
That bed was fit to cut the yielding Tea, 
Yetch'd from Gargarian hills, tall firs I cleave, 
Jlknd Ida naked to the winds I leave, 
flfitf oaks I bend, and folid planks I form, 
And every fhip with well-knit ribs I arm. 
To the tall mail I fails and ilreamers join, 
And the gay poops with painted gods do fhine. 
Sut on my fhip does only Venus (land 
"^Tith little Cupid fmiling in her hand, 
Cuide of the way ihe did herfelf command. 
lily fleet thus rigg'd, and all my- thoughts on thee, . 
S long to plow the vafl iBgean fea 1 

L My 
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My anxious parents my defiros wkhftuidt 
And bottTwitit pious ttare iny fbiy eomnia! 
Caifandm too, with Ioo(« di&erel'd hair, 
Juft as our hafty fiiips to fail pneparcy 
l^'ull of prophetic fury cries aloud, 
*' O whither fleers my bibdier through the ft 
" Little, ah ! little doft thou know or heed 
** To what a raging fire theft waters lead !'* 
True were her fears, and in my breaft I feel 
The fcorching flames her fury did foretel. 
Yet out I fail, and, favoured by the wind. 
On your bleft fhore my wifli'd-for haven Bni 
Your hulband then, (6 heaven, kind heaven 
In his own houfe his rival entertains. 
Shews me whate*er in Sparta does delight 
The* curious traveler's enquiring fight : 
But I, who only long'd to gaze on you. 
Could tafte no pleafure in the idle fhe\v« 
But at thy fight, oh ! where was then my he 
Out from my breafl it gave a fudden fhirt. 
Sprung forth and met half way the fatal dart, 
Such or lefs charming was the Queen of Lovi 
When with her rival goddefles flie flrove. 
But, fairefl, hadfl thou come among the thie 
Ev*n ihe the prize muft have relign'd to thee, 
Your beauty is the only theme of fame. 
And all the world founds with fair Helen's n 
Nor lives there fhe whom pride itfelf can rai 
To claim witli you an equal fhare of pi-aifi. 
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>o I fpeak falfe > Rather Report docs Co, 
Dctraftwjg from you in a prailc too low, 
^ore here I find than that could ever tell, 
»o much your beauty does your fame excel. 
Veil then might Thefeus, he who all things knew, 
rhink none was worthy of his theft but you ; 

this bold theft admire ; but wonder more 
Me ever would fo dear a prize rcftore : 
kh ! would thefe hands hare ever let you go ? 
N" could I live, and be di^orcM from you > 
To ; fooner I with life itfelf could part, 
^han e'er fee you torn from my bleeding heart. 
»-ut*could I do as he, and give you back, 
""ct fure fome tafte of love I firft would take, 
Vould firft, in all your blooming excellence 
^nd virgin fwects, feaft my luxurious fenfc j 
►r if you would not let that treafurc go, 
Lifles at Icaft you fhould, you would beftow, 
kjid let me fmell the flower as it did grow. 
*ome then into my longing anns, and try 
Jy lafting, fixM, eternal conftancy, 
Bliich never till my funeral pile fhall waftc ; 
4y prcfcnt fire fhall mingle with my laft. 
Oeptres and crdwns for you I did diOain, 
^ith which great Juno tempted me in vain, 
^.nd when bright Pallas did her bribes prepare, 
»»e foft embrace from you I did prefer 
\) courage, ftrength, and all the pomp of war. 
tor fhall I ever think my choice was 441, 
Vy judgement 's fettled, and approves it ftill. 
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Do you but grant my hopes may prove as i 
As they were plac'd above all things but ] 
I am, as well as you, of heavenly race. 
Nor will my birth your mighty line dilgnc 
Pallas and Jove our noble lineage head. 
And them a race of god -like kings fucceed 
AW Afia's fceptres to my father bow, 
A nd half the fpacious Eaft his power allow 
There you (hall fee the houfes roof 'd with 
And temples glorious as the gods they hole 
Troy you ihall fee; and walls divine admii 
Built to the concert of Apollo's lyre. 
What need I the vaft flood of people tell. 
That over its wide banks does almoft (well i 
You fhall gay troops of Phrygian ifaatrons i 
And Trojan wives ihining in every ftreet. 
How often then will you yourfelf confefs 
The emptinefs and poverty of Greece f 
How often will you fay, one palace there 
Contains more wealth than do whole cities 
I fpeak not this, your Sparta to difgrace. 
For wherefoe'er your life began its race 
Mufl be to me the happieft, dearefl place 
Yet Sparta 's poor ; and you, that (hould b 
In all the riches of the ihining £afl. 
Should underiland how ill that fordid plac 
Suits with the beauty of your charming fac 
That face with coftly drefs and rich attire 
Should fhine, and make the gazing world 
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When you the habit of my Trojans fee. 
What, think you, muft that of their ladies be } 
Oh ! then be kind, fair Spartan, nor difdain 
A Trojan in your bed to entertain. 
He was a Trojan, and of our great line. 
That to the gods does mix immortal wine ; 
Tithonus too, whom to her rofy bed 
The goddefs of the Morning blufhing led ; 
So was Anchifes of our Trojan race, 
Yet Venus* felf to his dcfir'd embrace. 
With all her train of little Loves, did fly. 
And in his anns learn 'd for a while to lie. 
Nor do I think jthat Menelaus can. 
Compared with me, appear the greater man. 
I 'm luse my father never made the fun 
With frighted deeds from his dire banquet run : 
No grandfather of mine is ftain'd with blood, 
Or with kis crim^ names the Myrtoan flood. 
None of our race does in the Stygian lake 
Snatch at thofe apples he wants power fo take. 
But ftay ; fmce you with fuch a hulband joinr. 
Your father Jove is forc*d to grace his line. 

He. (gods !) a wretch unworthy of thofe charms 
Docs all the night lie melting in your arms, 
Does every minute to new joys improve. 
And riots in the lufcious fweets of love. 
I but at table one fliort view cm gain. 
And that too, only to encieafe my pain : 
O may fuch fcafts my worft of foes attend, 
Af often I at your fpaad table find. 

L 3 \ \.<\\^ 
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I loath my food, wliea my tonnented eye 
Sees his rude hand in your ioft boibm lie* 
I burft with envy "when I him behold 
Your tender limbs in his loofe robe infold. 
When he your lips with melting kifles fcal'd, 
Before my eyes I the large goblet held. 
When you with him in UnGt embraces clo(e. 
My hated meat to my dry'd palate grows. 
Oft have I figh'd, then (igh'd again, to fee 
That figli with fcomful fmiles repaid by thee. 
Oft I with wine would quench my hot defire 
In vain ; for fo I added fire to fire. 
Oft have I turned away my head in vain. 
You ftralght recalled my longing eyes again. 
What (hall I do ? Your fports with grief 1 fee. 
But it *s a greater, not to look on thee. 
With all my art I ftrive my flames to hide. 
But through the thin dilguife they are defcry'd. 
Too wdl, alas ! my wounds to you are known. 
And O that they were fo to you alone ! 
How oft turn I my weeping eyes away, 
Led he the caufe ihould aik, and I betray f 
Whit tales of love tell I, when warm'd with win* 
To your dear face applying every line ! 
In borrow'd names I my own paiTion fhew : 
They the feign*d lovers are, but I the true. 
Sometimes, more freedom in difcourfe to gain. 
For my excufe I drunkennefs would feign. 
Once I remember your loofe garment fell. 
And did your naked, fwelling breafls reveal, 

6 B 
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f 'Brcaftt vrhite ai fnow, or the falfe down of Jove, 
. AVhcn to your mother the kind Swan made love : 
Whilily with the fight furpriz*d, I gazing Hand, 
i The cup I held dropt from my carelefs hand. 
, If you your young Hermione but kifs, 
Straight fron her lips I fnatch the envy'd blifs. 
Sometimes fupinely laid, k}ve fongs I fing, 
And wafted kilfes from my fingers fling. 
Your women to ray aid I try to move 
With all the powerful Actorick of love j 
But they, alas ! fpeak nothing but defpair. 
And in the midft leave my neglefted prayer. 
Oh ! that by fome great prize you might be won. 
And your pofleifion might the vi£l:or crown. 
As Pclops his Hippodamia won : 
Then had you feen what I for you had done 9 
But now I *ve nothing left to do but pray. 
And myfelf proftrate at your feet to l^y. 
O thou, ihy houfe's glory, brighter far 
Than thy two ihining brothers' friendly fbr ! 

worthy of the bed of Heaven's great King^ 
If aught fo fair but from himfelf could fpring ! 
£itber with thee I back to. Troy will fly. 

Or here a wretched baniih'd lover die. 

With no flight wound my tender breafl does fiAart, 

My bones and marrow feel the piercing dart j ' j 

1 find my fifber true did prophefy, 

I with a heavenly dart (hould wounded die j 
Defpife not then a love by heaven defign'd, h 
So may the gods fUll to your vows be kind t 
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Much I could fay ; but what, wUl bd 
In your apartment, when we are alone. 
You bluihy and, widi a (liperftirious dreai 
Fear to defile the (acred marriage bed : 
Ah ! Helen, can you then fb Hmple be, - 
To think fuch beauty can from fault* be 
Or change that face, or you muft needa b 
Beauty and Virtue feldom haye been join'* 
Jove and bright Venus do our thefta appn 
Such thefts as thefe gave you your father 
And if in you aught of your parents IbR, 
Can Jove and Leda's daughter well be ch 
Yet then be chade when we to Troy ihall 
(For fhc who fins with one alone, is fb). 
But let us now enjoy that pleating fin. 
Then many, and be innocent again. 
Ev'n your own huiband doth the fame peri 
Silent himfelf, yet all his a£iions. plead : 
For me they plead, and he, good man ! be 
He '11 fpoil no fport, oificiouily withdraws. 
Had he no other time to vifit Crete ? 
Oh ! how prodigious is a huiband's wit f 
He went ; and, as he went, he cry'd, ** fiA 
*' Inftead of me, you of your gueft take ca 
But you forget your lord's command, I fee 
Nor take you any care of Love or Me. 
And think you fuch a thing as he does kno 
The treafure that he holds in holding you ? 
No ; did he underftand but half your cham 
He durfl not truft them in a Granger's armi 
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If neither his nor my requeil can move, 
We *rc forced by opportunity to love ; 
We (hould be fools, ev'n greater fools than he. 
Should fo fecure a time una6^ive be. 
Alone thefe tedious winter nights you He 
In a cold widow'd bed, and fo do I. 
Let mutual joys our willing bodies join, 
That happy night fhall the mid-day out-(hine. 
Then will I fwear by all the powers above. 
And in their awful prefence feal my love. 
Then, if my wifhcs may afpire fo high, 
I with our flight fhall win you to comply ; 
But, if nice honour little fcruples frame, 
The force I *11 ufe Ihall vindicate your fame. 
Of Thefeus and yom* brothers I can learn, 
No precedents lb nearly you concern : 
You Thefeus, they Leucippus' daughter ftole; 
I '11 be the fourth in the illuftrious roll. 
Well mann'd, well arm'd, for you my fleet does flay. 
And waiting winds murmur at our delay. 
Through Troy's throngM ftreets you fliall in triumph go, 
Ador'd as fome new goddefs here below. 
Where'er you tread, fpices and gums fliall (inoke. 
And vif^imBrfall beneath the fatal flroke. 
My father, mother, all the joyful court. 
All Troy, to you with prefents fliall refort. 
Alas ! 'tis nothing what I yet have faid ; 
What there you 'II find, fliall what I write exceed. 
Nor fear, left war purfue our hafty flight, 
And angry Greece fliould all her force unite. 
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What raviih'd maid did «ver wars i«gain ? 

Vain the attempt, and fear of it as vsan. 

The Thracians Onthya ftolt from far. 

Yet Thrace ne'er heaid -die noife of foUowing i 

Jafon too ftoleaway the Colchian maid. 

Yet Colchos did not TheflTaly mvadfr. 

He who Hole you, i^ole Ariadne too. 

Yet Minos did not with ali Crete purflie. 

Fear in thefe cafes dian the danger 's more. 

And, when the threatening tempeft once is o'«r, 

Our ihame 's then greater than our fear befqre. 

But fay from Greece a threaten'd warpurfue. 

Know I have fh-ength and wounding weapons too. 

In fben and horfe more numerous than Greece 

Our empire is, nor in its compafs lefs. 

Nor does your hulband Paris aught excel 

In generous courage, or in martial Ikill. 

Ev'n but a boy, from my (lain foes I gain*d 

My ftolen herd, and a new name attained ; 

Ev'n then, o'ercome by me, I could produce 

Dei'phobus and great Ilioneus. 

Nor hand to hand more to be fear'd am I, 

Than when from far my certain arrows fly. 

You for his youth can no fuch a6lions feign. 

Nor can he e'er my envy*d fkill attain. 

But could he, Hedor 's your fecurity. 

And he ^Jone an army is to nwi. 

You know me not, nor the hid prowefs find 

Of him that heaven has for your bed deiign'd* 

Eidier 
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Either no war £wm Greece iball follow thee. 
Or, if it does, ihall be repell'd by me. 
l^or think I fear to fight for fuch a wife, 
Tiiat prize would give the coward's courage life. 
All after-ages fliall your fame admire. 
If you alone fet the whole world on fire. 
To fca, to Tea, while all the gods are kind. 
And all I promiiie, you in Troy ihall find. 



THE EPISTLE 

O F 

ACONTIUS TO CYDIPPE. 

TRANSLATED FROM OVID. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Acontius in the temple of Diana at Delos (famous 
for the refort of the moft beautiful virgins of all 
Greece) fell in love with Cydippe, a lady of quality 
much above his own ; not daring therefore to court 
her openly, he found thi^ device to obtain her : he 
writes, upon the fairefl apple that could be procured, 
a couple of verfes to this efie6l : 

'* I fwear, by chafle Diana, I will be 
** In facred wedlock ever joined to thee :" 
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and throws it at die fieet of the young lady i ibe, 
fufpefting not the deceit, takes it up and reads it, 
and therein promifes herfelf in marriage to Acondut; 
there being a law there in force, that whatever injr, 
perfon fhould fwear in the temple of Diana of Ddoi, 
ihould (land good, and be inviolably obferved : bat 
her father, not knowing what had pad, and having 
not long after promifed her to another, juft as the 
folemnities of marriage were to be performed, ibe 
was taken with a fudden and violent fever, which 
Acontius endeavours to perfuade her was fent fnNn 
Diana, as a puniihment of the breach of the vow 
made in her prefence. And this, with the reft of die 
arguments which on fuch occasion would occur to a 
lover, is the fubje£l of the following epiftle. 



READ boldly this ; here you (hall fwear no more, 
For that 's enough wluch you have fwom before. 
Read it ; fo may that violent difeafe, 
Which thy dear body, but my foul dodi fcize. 
Forget its too-long praftis'd cruelty. 
And health to you reftore, and you to me. 
Why do you blu(h ? for blulh you do, I fear. 
As when you (irft did in the temple fwear : 
Trudi to your plighted faith is all I claim. 
And truth can never be the caufe of (hame : 
Shame lives with guilt j but you your virtue prove 
In favouring mine, for mine *s a huiband's love. 

Ah! 
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Ah ! to yourfelf thofe binding words repeat 
That once your wiihing eyes ev*n long'd to meet. 
When th* apple brought them dancing to your feet. 
Iliere you will find the folemn vow you made. 
Which if your health or mine can aught perfwade. 
You to perfbrm fhould rather mindful be, 
Than great Diana to revenge on thee. 
My fears for you increafe with my defire, 
And Hope blows that already raging fire ; 
For hope you gave, nor can you this deny. 
For the great Goddefs of the fane was by -, 
She was, and heard, and from her hallow'd fhrine 
A fudden kind aufpicious light did ihine : 
Her ftatue (eem*d to nod its awful head, 
And give its glad confent to what you faid ; 
Now, if you plcafe, accufe my profperous cheat, 
Yet ftill confefs *twas Love that taught me it : 
In that deceit what did I elfe defign 
But with your own confent to make you mine ? 
What you my crime, I call my innocence, 
Since loving you has been my fole offence. 
Nor Nature gave me, nor has pra£tice taught. 
The nets with which young virgins' hearts are caught. 
You my accufer taught me to deceive. 
And Love, with you, did his afTiftance give ; 
For Love ftood by, and fmiling bad me write 
The cunning words he did himfelf indite : 
Again, you fee, I write by his command. 
He guides my pen, and rules my willing hand. 

Again 
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Again fuch kind, fuch loring woitls I lead. 
As makes me fear that I again offend : 
Yet, if my love 's my crime, I muft ccmfcft. 
Great is my guilt, but never Ihall 1>e left. 
Oh ^tat I thus might ever guilty prove. 
In finding out new padis to reach thy love f 
A t^ioufand ways to that Deep mountain lead. 
Though hard to find, and difficult to tread. 
All thefe will I find out, and break through al 
For which, my flames compar'd, the danger's 
The gods alone Icnow what the end virill be. 
Yet, if we mortals any thing forefee. 
One way or other you muft yield to me. 
If all my arts fliould fail, to arms I '11 fly. 
And fnatch by force what you my prayers deny 
I all rbofe heroes mighty a6b applaud. 
Who firft have led mc this illuflrious road. 
I too— but hold, death the reward will be; 

Death he it then ! 

For to lofc you is more than death to me. 

Were you Icfs fair, I'd ufe the \'ulgar way 
Of tedious courtlhip, and of dull delay. 
But thy brijjht form kindles more eager fires. 
And fomcthing wondrous as itfelf infpires; 
Thofe eyes th.it all the heavenly lights out-ihii 
(Which, oh ! may 'ft thou behold and love in r 
Thole fnow y nrms, which on my neck ihould 1 
If you tbo vows you made regard at all, 
Th.u mvs**.cft fwcctr.cfj snd becoming grace, 
Th&t \\iiuts with Uxir.g red your blufhiug face. 
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Thofe feet, with which they only can compare^ 
That through the filvcr flood bright Theti& bear 5 
Do all confpire my madnefs to excite,. 
With airthe reft tlat is deny*d to fight : 
Which could I prai£:, alike I then- were Weft, 
And all the ftorms of my vcx'd feral at reft : 
Kg wonder then if, with fuch beauty fir'd, 
I of your love the facred pledge defir'd. 
Rage now,, and be as angry as you will. 
Your very frowns all others' fmiles excel ; 
But give me leave that anger to appeafe. 
By my fubmifiion that my love did raife. 
Your pardon proftrate at your feet I 'W crave. 
The humble pofture of your guilty Have. 
With falling tears your fiery rage I '11 cool. 
And lay the rifing tempcft of your (bul. 
Why in my abience are you thus fevere ? 
Summon'd at your tribimal to appear 
For all my crimes, I 'd gladly fuffer there : 
With pride whatever you m^iQi receive. 
And love the wounds thofe hands vouchiafe to give. 

Your fetters too but they, alas ! aic vain. 

For Love has bound me, and I hug my chain : 
Your hardeft laws with patience I *11 obey. 
Till you yourfelf at lalt relent, and f»y. 
When all my fufferings you with pity fee, 
** He that can love fb well, is worthy me !" 
But, if all this ihould unfuccofsful prove, 
Diana claims for me your promia'd love. 

Qmajr 
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may my fears be falfe ! yet ihe delights 
In juft revenge of her abufed rites. 

1 dread to hide, what yet to fpeak 1 dread. 
Left you ihould think that for myfelf I plead. 
Yet out it muft :— *Tis this, 'tis furely this. 
That is the fuel to your hot difeafe : 

When waiting Hymen at your porch attends. 
Her fatal mefTengcr the goddcfs fends ; 
And when you would to his kind call confent, 
This fever does your perjury prevent. 
Forbear, forbear, thus to provoke her rage. 
Which you fo eafily may yet afluage : 
Forbear to make that lovely charming face 
The prey to every envious difeafe : 
Preferve thoie looks to be enjoy'd by me, 
Which none fhould ever but with wonder fee : 
Let that frelh colour to your cheeks return, 
Whofe glowing flame did all beholders bum : 
But let on him, th' unhappy caufe of all 
The ills that from Diana's anger fail, 
Ko greater torments light than thofe I feel, 
When you, my dearefl, tendered part, are ill. 
For, Oh ! with what dire tortures am I rack*d. 
Whom different griefs fucceflively difbra£t ! 
Sometimes my grief from this does higher grow. 
To think that I have caus'd fo much to you. 
Then, great Diana *s witnefs, how I pray 
That all our crimes on me alone (he*d lay ! 
Sometimes to your lov'd doors difguis'd I come. 
And all around them up and down I roam ; 
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1 1 your woman coming from you fpy, 
th looks dejeftfid, and a weeping eye. 
th filent fteps, like fome fad ghoft, I deal 
►fe up to her, and urge her to reveal 
•re than new queftions fuffer her to tell : 
iv you had flcpt, what diet you had us*d ? 
d oft the vain phyfician's att accus'd. 
every hour (oh, were I blefl as he !) 
Bs all the turns of your diftcmper fee. 
ly fit not I by your bed -fide all day, 

mournful head in your wartn'bofom lay, 
1 with my tears the inward fires decay ? 
ly prefs not I your melting hand in mine, 
d from your pulfe of my own health divine ? 
:, oh ! thefc wifhes all are vain ; and he. 
lom moft I fear, may now fit clofe by thee, 
getful as- thou art of heaven and me. 
that lov'd hand doth preft, and oft doth feign 
le new excufe to feel thy beating vein. 
Eil his bold hand up to your arm doth Aide, 
d in your panting brcaft itfelf docs hide j 
fes fometimes he fnatchcs too from thee, 

his officious care too great a fee, 
)ber, who gave thee leave to taftc that lip, 
d the ripe harveft of my kilTes reap ? 
• they are niitie, fo is that bofom too, 
lich, falfe as *tis, fliall never harbour you : 
ke, take away thofe thy adulterous hands, 
- know, another lord that bread commands. 

■ M »Tis 
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*Tis true, her father promised her to thee. 
But heaven and flic firft gave herfelf to me : 
And you in juftice therefore fhould decline 
Your claim to that which is already mine. 
Tlus is the man, Cydippe, that excites 
Diana's rage, to vindicate her rites- 
Command him then not to approach thy doorj 
This done, the danger of your death h o*er. 
For fear not, beauteous maid, but keep thy vow. 
Which great Diana heard, and did allow. 
And fhe who took it, .will thy health reftore. 
And be propitious as flie was before. 

" 'Tis not the fteam of a flain heifer's blood 
** That can allay the anger of a God ; 
** 'Tis truth, and juftice to your vows, appcafe 
** Their angry deities j and without tliefe 
** No flaughter'd beaft their fury can divert, 
" For that's a {acrificc without a heart." 

Some, bitter potions patiently endure, 
And kifs the wounding lance that works their cure : 
You have no need thefe cruel cures to feci. 
Shun being perjur'd only, and be well. 
Why let you ftill your pious parents weep. 
Whom you in ignorance of your promife keep ? 
Oh ! to your mother all our ft;ory tell. 
And the whole progrefs of our love reveal : 
Tell her how firft, at great Diana's flirine, 
I fix'd my eyes, my wondering eyes, on thine t 
How like the ftatues there I ftood amaz'd, 
Whilft on thy face intemperately I gaz'd. 
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She will herfelf, when you my tale repeat, 
Smile, and approve the amorous deceit. 
Many, fhe 'il fay, whom heaven commends to thcc, 
He, who has pleas'd Diana, pleafes me. 
But Ihould ihe aik from what defcent I came. 
My country, and my parents, and my name ; 
Tell her, that none of thefe deftrve my fliame. 
Had you not fworn, you fuch a one might chuie ; 
But, were he woHc, now fworn, you can't refufe. 
This in my dreams Diana bade mc write. 
And when I wak*d, fent Cupid to -indite. 
Obey them both, for one has wounded me. 
Which wound if you with eyes of pity lee. 
She too will foon relent that wounded thee. 
Then to our joys with eager haftc we'll move^ 

As full of beauty you, as I of love : 

To the great temple we '11 in triumph go,. 
And with our offerings at the altar bow. 

A goldfhi image there I *11 confecrate. 
Of the falfe Apple's innocent deceit; 

And write below the happy verfe that came 

Tfic meffenger of my fuccefsful flame. 

** Let all the world this from Acontius know,: 

** Cydippe has been faithful to her vow." 

More I could write ! but,, fincc thy illnefs reigns^ 

And wracks thy tender limbs with fharpcft pains. 

My pen falls down for fear, left this might be. 

Although for mc too little, yet too much for thee.. 
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J U. y E N A L,. SAT* IV^ 

THE ARGU MEN T, 

The Poet in this latire firft brings in Crifpinus, whom 
he had a lafh at in his fifft &tire, and whom he pro- 
mifes here nbt to be forgetful of for the future. He 
cxpofes his monftrous prodigality and luxury, in 
giving the price of an eftate. for a barbel : and from 
thence takes occafion to introduce the principal fub- 
je6t and true defign of this fatire, which is grounded 
upon a riditulous ftory of a turbot prefcnted to Do- 
rflitian, of lb vaft a bignefs, that all the Emperor's 
icullery had not a difli large enough to hold it : Upon 
which the fenate in all halle is fummoncd, to confult 
in this exigency, what is fitteft to be done. The 
Poet gives us a particular of the fenators' names, 
their diftin6^ charafters, and fpeeches, and advice; 
and, after much and wife confultation, an expedient 
being found out and agreed upon, he difmiffes the 
ienate, and concludes the fktirc. 

/^NCE more Crifpinus call'd upon the ftage 

^^ (Nor Ihall once more fufficc) provokes my rage : 

A monfter, to whom eveiy vice lays claim. 

Without one virtue to redeem his fame. 

Feeble and fick, yet ftrong in lull alone. 

The rank adulterer preys on all the town. 

All but the widows' naufcous charms go down. 

What 
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What matter then how ftatcly is tU aicli 
Where his tir'd mules (low with their buidvn m«iidi f 
What matter di^ how thick and long tlit; ih/kdc 
Through which he is by fweating lUvc« i»uvK}''^ f 
How many acres near the city v/%\U, 
Or new-built palaces, his own he cUU ? 
No ill m»n *s hajtpy ; leaft «£ ail is he 
Whoie fhidy 'tis to conrupt chflitity ; 
Th' inceftuoos brute, who th« vtardAxilalmaid 
But lately to his io^pious U4 h(tt9y-d» 
Who for her crime, if laws thieir c^urie might J^vx, 
Ought to defcend alive i«Jto the grave *• 

But now of /lighter faults ; and yet the fame 
By others dqito, ^.cenior-s juftipe claim. 
For what good men ignoble count and ba£e» : 
Is virtue hefe,.ahd dftes-Cii^unus gcaoe : 
In this he's &£c,.whatefar.Jwei9i9iteofhim^ 
The perfo^ is.more odaous thaathe crime. 
And fo all fatire 's loft. The lavish fUve *. 
Six thoufand pieces ffor a4)aKbet'gsive » • 
A /cfterce for each pound it weigh'd^.at they 
Gave out, that iiear great things, but-greater fay. 
If, by this bribe well pkc'd, he would enixiftBe 
Some faplefs^ifuier that rwai^s an- heiry 
Or if this prefent the fly courtier meant 
Should to ibmc punk of quaUty 1)6 ient, 

* Crilpmus had fc)cUiced'a..velkal vi^in ; and, by -the 
law of Numa, ihould have been buried aUye«' 
i Roman Seilertii, - 

Ms That 
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So, juftly ought to be again xeftor*d : 
Nay, if you credit iage Paljrfwirius* * word. 
Or dare rely on Armillatus* * fkiil. 
Whatever fifli the vulgar fry -excel 
Belong to Caelkr, \vhcrefoe*er they fwim. 
By their own worth c(»ifiicated to him. 

The boatBian then Ihall a wife prefent make. 
And give the fiih before the feizers take. 

Now Sckly Autumn to dry frofls gave way. 
Cold Winter rag!d, and fr«fh preierv*d the prey ; 
Yet with fuch hafte the bufy fiflies flew. 
As if a hdt fouth-wind corruption blew : 
And now he reach'd the lake, where what remains 
Of Alba fiill hei ancient rites retains. 
Still worihips Vefb, though an humbler way, 
Nor lets the hallow'd Trojan fire <lecay. 

The wondering crowd, that to ftrange fights refort, 
And choak'd a while his paflfage to the court. 
At length gives way j ope flies the palace-gate. 
The turbot enters in, without the Fathers f wait ; 
The boatman firaight does to Atrides prefs. 
And thus prefents his fiih, and his addrefs : 

Accept^ dread Sir, this tribute firom the main. 
To great for private kitchens to contain. 
To your glad genius facrifice this day. 
Let common meats refpe£tfully give way. 

* Both of confular degree, yet fpies and informers, 
i* The Senate, or F^rfi Confcrlpt'u 

Hsft 
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Hafle to udoad your ilonuclis^ to receive 
This turbot, that for you did only live. 
$o long prefcrv'd to be iaajpefial food, 
Glad of the net^ and. to be taken proud* 

How fulfbme this ! bow grofs ! yet tUi» uket well,. 
And the vain Prince with empty pride doci fwcll. 
Nothing fp monftrous can be faid or feign 'd, 
But with belief and joy is entertained, 
When to his face the worthlefs wretch is prais'd. 
Whom vile court-flattery to a god has rais'd. 

But oh, hard fate ! the palace ftorcs no dllh 
Affoj-d, capacious of tlie mighty fiih. 
To fage debate are fummon'd all the peeri, 
His trufty and much-liatcd counfcllors, 
In whofe pale looks that ghaHly terror fat, 
That haunts the dangerous friendfhips of the great. 

The loud Libumian *, that the fenate call'd, 
'•• Run, run ; he *8 fet, he 's fet P' no fconer bawl'd^ 
But, with his robe fhatcbt up in ia£tc, does come 
Pegafusf, bailiff of affrighted Rome. 
What more were praefefis then? The bcft he was. 
And faithfuUefl: expounder of the laws. • 
Yet in ill times thought all things maaag'd heft. 
When Juilice exercis'd her fword the leail. 

Old Crifpus X ne^t, pleafant though old, appean. 
His wit nor humour yielding to his yetrs. 

* The I^oman criers were ufually qf this countiy. 

t A learned lawyer, and praefeft of Rome. 

X Who made ^ j^ilk oo DomkiwU killing iiies. 

His 
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His temper mildy good-natute join'd with ienle, 
^nd manners charming as his eloquence. 
Who fitter for a uieful friend than he. 
To the great Ruler of the earth and Tea, 
H, as Ins thoughts were juft, his tongue were free? 
If it "were iafe to vent his generous mind 
To Rome's dire plague, and terror of mankind ; 
If cruel Power could foftening couniel bear. 
But what 's fo tender as a tyrant's ear j 
With whom whoever, though a favourite, fpalce. 
At every ientence fet his life at ftake, 
"Though the difcourie were of no weightier things. 
Than fultry fummers, or unhealthful fprings ? - 
This well he knew, and therefore never try*d. 
With his weak arms to ftem the ffaronger tide* 
Nor did all Rome, grown fpiritlefs, fupply 
A man that for bold truth durft bravely die. 
So, fafe by wife complying iilence, he 
£v*n in that court did fourfcorc fummcrs (be. 

Next him Acilius, though his age the fame. 
With eager hafle to the grand council came : 
With him a youth, unworthy of the fate 
That did too near his growing virtues wait, 
Urg*d by the tyrant's envy, fear, or hate. 
(But 'tis long fince old age began to be 
In noble blood no leTs than prodigy, 
Whence 'tis I *d rather be of giants' birth *, 
A pigmy brother to thofe fens of earth.) 

'^^ Of an obfcure and unknown family. 

I UnhapF 



Unhappy youdi ! wfacai final Slis; •fei^i <«<f^ 

ISTo well-diffenUiied udfle^ tj»^A ^i^t^A , 

When nakefl in die hSam ^bgat»f 

In Libyan bean lie fiit fe» Iumvp^ ifiW, 

Who fees not now tfiP90^ f£^ l>M^» ^w* -^i^.v .ir^ 

That long ieem'd feol^ «> pH)M*i 4P l»# ««^^ V''/« 7 

That ftale court trick n vim v^ ^^mt %i^ 

Who now admires tlie port 0M Ikyem yiifif4^ f 

Thele hooeft times a^sc IwaH^Mr 4^ }««M«C4> 

When die Kii^« Ixanl wMJ^ftfr^BM i^ it^. 

Next Rubriiu came, tliot^ tm M W9k^ nt^^ 
With eqial marks of terror m l»ts ^i^cr^ 
Pale with die gnawisg gufff m4 i»w«f4 &&»« 
Of aa old crime that is iii9C fo u^ iMwe^ 
Worfe, yet in icandal taking more Mi^o^^ 
Than die vile Paduck f that dtttt ikir< wn«c, 

Montanus' belly next, adra^ctttg flow 
Before the fWeadng Hsoator, ^d ga« 

Crifinnns after, but mudi fWecttr oMief ^ 
Scented with coftiy oils and £aftem gums ^ 
More than would ierre two ftioerals for perfumM* 

Then Pompey, none mofc ikili'd in die coutv^/une 
Of cutting diroati with a loft whifper, came. 

Next Fofcus *, he who many a peaceful day 
For Dacian vukors was rcferv'd a prcy^ 

* In counterfeiting madneis. 

t Nero, who charged his own crimes on Quintianus* 

X Cornelius Fufcui^ who was (lain in Dacia, 

Till 
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Tilly having fiudy*4 ^^i* enough at home. 
He led abroad t^' uohappj arms of Kome. 
Cunning Vejento nfsxt, and by his fide 
Bloody Catullus 'leamu^g on his guide. 
Decrepit, yet a furious lover, he. 
And deeply (bit with charms he could not iee. 
A monftcr, that<v*n this worft age out-vies, 
Confpicuous, aijid above the common fize. 
A blind baie4U|tteFer, f rom fome bri/dge or gate ^. 
Rais'd to a m^^-dering minifter of {llate* 
Deferving (till tjo beg upon the road. 
And bleis each paii&ng.-u'aggon and .its load. 
!None more admir'd the fiih ; he in its pratfe 
With zeal his vpice^ wi^ zeal his hand^i^ raiie ^ 
But to the left ail his fine things did fay, 
Whilfl on his eight the unfeen turbot lay-. 
So he the fam'd Cilician Fencer prais*iti 
And at each hit vfith wonder feem'd amazM : 
So did the fcenes and jftage machines admire. 
And boys that flew through canvas clouds in win 

Nor came Vejento fhort ; but, as inipir'd 
By i^e, Belkna, by thy fury fir'4, . 
Turns prophet. See the mighty omen, i^. 
He cries, of fome illuftrious vi6bory- ! 
Some captive king thceikis new lord ihaU own $ 
Or from his Britilh chariot headlong thrown 
The proud Arviragus come tumbling down^ 

^ The common dftands for beggars*. 
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IMITATION OF jrVEXAL. i- 
Thc monger's fsfcign. VbA iSat j wr rrf ter* 
That from tb^feoDd'oo Ht pier'tS lade Ise vem ' 
Who nobler could, or plaiarr ti:tp pn:^^ ? 
Yet one thing fiap^i! him, die prophetk n^ 
Shew'd not the ttnboc's couotrr, dct it* age- 

At length by Czficr die gnod -qiit^ioa "i put : 
My lords, your }udgcise::t ; iha!] ihc £& be cut? 
Far be it, far from m, \Iostaniu crjt\ ; 
Let's not difhoiiciir thus the noble prize ! 
A pot of fineft earth, thin, dtcp^ and wide. 
Some (kilful quick Prometheus mufi provide. 
Clay and the forming wheel prepare wilH fpced. 
But, Cxiar, be it from hencefoith decreed. 
That potters on the royal progrcfi wait, 
T' afTift in theie emergencies of ftate. 

This counfel pleasM ; nor could it fail to take^ 
So fit, fo worthy of the man that fpake. 
The old'court riots he remember'd well ; 
Could talcs of Ncro*s midnight fuppers tell. 
When Falem wines the labouring lungs did fire. 
And to new dainties kindled falfe defire. 
In arts of eating, none more early trained. 
None in my time had equal £kill attained. 
He whether Circe's rock his oyfters bore. 
Or Lucrine lake, or the Rutupian (hore, 
Knew at firft tafte, nay at firft fight could tell 
A crab or lobfter's country by its (hell. 

They rife ; and ftraight all, with refpeftful awe, 
At the word given, obfequioufly withdraw, 

Whom, 
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%Vhom, full of eager hafle» furprize, and fcar». 
Our mighty prince had fummon'd to s^pear s 
As if fome news he'd oi the Catti tell. 
Or that the fierce Sicambrians did rebel : 
As if exprefles from all parts had come 
Widi finefli alarms threatening the fate of Rome. 

What folly this ! But, oh ! that all tlie red 
Of his dire reign had thus beca fpent in jeft j 
And all that time fuch trifles had employ'd 
In which fo many nobles he dcftroy'd ; 
He fafe, they unreveng*d, to the difgrace 
Of the furviving,. tame, Patrician race ! 
But, when he dreadful to the rabble grew,. 
Him, whom ib many lords had ibia they ilcw- 

DAMON AND ALEXIS. 

DAMON. 

TELL me, Alexis, whence thefe forrbws grow ? 
From what hid fpring do thefe fait torrents flow ? 
Why hangs the head of my aiHifted fwain j 
Like bending lilies over-charg*d with rain ? 

ALEXIS. 

Ah, Damon, if what you already fee. 
Can move thy gentle breaft to pity me j 
How would thy fighs with mine in concert join. 
How would thy tears fwell up the tide of mine ? 
Couldft thou but fee (but, oh, no light is there,. 
But blackeft clouds of darkncf? and dcfpair !) 

CoulJft 



DAMON AND ALEXISu zri 

Couldft thou hoc Ice dsr Qoaoftaiat chiat wiziuib 
Lie deeply Mgfdy aail mir tiift Ottdni Ikame '' 
View all the woiusdsy aodl ct^nnr xesi) ^toc^ 
That flicks and naiibai oi aif bkniuu^ Acar*: ** 
No more, ye iVaiosy Ln^c^^ odncMii^ aa^.^- isar^ 
For he has empcy'd all )k» ^aaerd^ "iitm^ 
Nor thcuy kisd DasBOB, ^6l nbt ^iLj 1 l^^ra^ 
But rather woiMkr, V4iu£<v eSae 1 Ln;^ 
Hy A X O S. 
Unhappy youth I too "vcil, a^liu '' ; rjcrw 
The pangs deC^iiziag, Isfitn 'LsAss^ '. 

CiELIA AND DORINDX 

TTT H E K fiifi tbt yyjng AJcx:> i*w 

^ ^ Catlia to all tic plsiifi gire U^r^ 
The haughty Catlsa^ in trisoit £k<; 
Love dwelt ni ith Fear, acd Pride wiiii Grsie ; 
When every iuain he Jkw fubmtt 
To her commanding eyes and wit. 
How could th' ambitious youth aipire 
To perifli by a nobler fire ? 
With all the power of vcrfe he ftrovc 
The lovely fhcpherdeis to move : 
Vcrfc, in which the Gods delight. 
That makes nymphs love, and heroes fight j 
Vcrfe, that once ruPd all the plain, 
%''crfc, the wiHics of a fwain. 

How 
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How oft has Thyrfiii* pipe prevail'd. 
Where Egon's^ flocks and herds haartt £ul'd i 
Fair Amaryllis, was thy mind 
Ever to Damon^s w^lth inclined ; 
Whilft Lycidas 's gentle breaft, 
With Love, and with a Mufe poflH^, 
Breathed forth in verfe his foft defure^ 
Kindling in thee bis^ gentle fire > 
[ Imperfe^. ] 

C ^ L I A*S S O L I L O QJJ Y. 

MI S TRE S S of all my fenfcs can invite, 
Free as the air, and unconfin'd as light ; 
Queen of a thoufand (laves that fawn anci bow. 
And, with fubmiflivc fear, my power allow, 
Shoul I exchange this noble ftate of life 
To gain the vile detcfted name of Wife ; 
Should I my native liberty betray, 
Call him my lord, who at my footftool lay ? 
No : thanks, kind heaven, that hafl my foul employ 'd. 
With my great fcx's ufeful virtue. Pride. 
That generous pride, that noble juft difdain. 
That fcorns the flave that would prcfumc to reign. 
Let the raw amorous fcribblcr of the times 
Call me his Cxlia in infipid rhymes; 
I hate and fcoin you all, proud that I am 
T» revenge m lex's itiiuries on mar^ 
Compared to all thj pl'i;^ues in mania;:e dwell. 
It w€rc prcfcriiiCiU to lead apes in hell. 

TO 



c '77 r 

TO SOME DISBANDED OFFICERS, 
ITpoa the late Vote of the Houfe of Common*. 
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TT AVE we for this feir'd foil nine hard campaigns ? 

■*-■■• Is this the recompence for all our pains ? 

Have we to the remoteft parts- been fent. 

Bravely exposed our lives, and fortunes fpent. 

To be undone at laft by P&rliAment > 

Muft colonels and corporals now be equal made. 

And flaming fword tum'd pruning knife and fpade ? 

T— b, S— , F— , and thoufands more, 

Muft now return to what they were before. 

So more in glittering coaches fhall they ride, 

Mo more the feathers fhew the. coxcombs' pride. 

For thee, poor —- ! my Mufe does kindly weep, 

Fo fee difbanded colonels grown fo cheap. 

>o younger brothers with fat jointures fed, 

jo despicable, once their widows dead. 

So ihip, by tempeft from ber anchor torn, 

's half Co loft a thing, and fo forlorn, 

Dn every fbll, in every broker's fkop, 

lang up th« plumes of the difxnantled fop ; 

Trophies like thefe we read not of in ftory, 

ly other ways the Romans got their glory. 

}ut in this, as in all things, there 's a doom, 

k)me die i* tli' field, and others Itai've at home. 
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To a Romao Catbolick apon Ma r r i a g e. 

CENSURE and penances, excommunication, 
Are bag-bear words to fright a bigot nation ; 
But 'tis the Church's more fubfbntial curie. 
To damn us all for better and for worfe. 
Falfely your Church (even facraments doesfranoe^ 
Penance and Matrimony are the fame. 

A FRAGMENT. 

— AND yet he fears to ufe them, and be frcei 
Yet feme have ventured, and why fhould not alt ? 
Let villains, perjur*d, envious, and malicious. 
The wretched mifer and the midnight murderer; 
Betrayers of their country, or their friend, 
(And evtry guilty breaft) fear endlefs torment. 
Blue lakes of brimflone, unextinguifh'd fires. 
Scorpions and whips, and all that ^;uilt deferves ; 
Let thefe, and only thefe, thus plague themielves. 
For though they fear what neither fhall nor can be, 
'Tis punilhment enough it makes them live. 
Live, to endure the dreadful apprehenfion 
Of Death, to them fo dreadful j but why dreadful, 

At leaft to virtuous minds ? To be at reft. 

To flecp, and never hear of trouble more. 

Say, is this dreadful ? Heart, wouldft thou be at quiet ? 

X-ofl thou thus beat for reft, and long for eafe. 

And not command thy friendly hand to help thee ? 

What hand can be fo eaf' as thy own. 

To appl^ the medicine tiiat cures all difeafcs ! 

A N 
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AN EPISTLE* 

TO 

MR. O T W A Y. 

DEAR Tom, how melancholy I am gro^vn 1 
Since thou haft left this learned dirty town f, > 
To thee by this dull letter be it known. J 

VVhilft all my comfort, under all this care. 
Are duns, and puns, and logic, and fmall beer. 
Thou fccft Tm dull as Shadwell's men of wit. 
Or the top fcene that Settle ever writ : 
The fprightly Court that wander up and down 
From gudgeons to a race, from town to town, 
All, all are ftcd ; but them I well can fpare, 
For I*m fo dull I have no bufinefs there. 
I have forgot whatever there I knew, 
Why men one flocking tye with ribbon blue : 
Why others medals wear, a fine gilt thing. 
That at their breafts hang dangling by a firing; 
(Yet (lay, I think that I to mind rccal. 
For once J a fquirt was rais*d by Windfor wall). 
I know no officer of court ; nay more, 
No dog of court, their favourite before. 

♦ In anfwcr to one in Ot\^'ay's Poems, page 59. 
+ Mr. Duke wsls tlicn at Cambridge, 
} Sir Samuel Moreland. DuK£» 
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Should Veny fkwn, I fhould not underftand her, 

Nor who committed inceft for Legander. 

Unpolifh'd thus, an arrant fcholar grown. 

What fhould I do but fit and coo alone. 

And thee, my abfent mate, for ever moan. 

Thus 'tis fometimes, and forrow plays its part. 

Till other thoughts of thee revive my heart. 

For, vvhilft with wit, with women, and with wine. 

Thy glad heart beats, and noble face does (hin^f 

Thy joys we at this diftance feel and know; 

Thou kindly wifheft it with us were fo. 

Tien thee we name ; this heard, «ries James, For him> 

Leap up, thou fparkling wine, and kifs the brim : 

Ci-offes attend the man who dares to flinch. 

Great as that man defervcs who drinks not J'inch. 

But thcfe are empty joys, without you two. 

We drink your names, alas ! but where are you ^ 

My dear, whom I more cherilh in my hreaft 

Than by thy own foft Mufe can be exprcft 5 

True to thy word, afford one vifit more, 

EMe I fhall grow, from him thou lov'dft before, 

A greafy blockhead fellow in a gown, 

(Such as is, Sir, a coufm of your own ;) 

With my own hair, a band, and ten long nails. 

And wit that at a quibble never fiils. 
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AD THOMAM OTWAY. 

Ti/pUSARUM noftrfimque decus, chariffime Thoroa, 
"^•^ O animae melior pars, Otoaee, mcae j 
Accipe qus facri trifl^es ad littora Cam! 

Avulfi veftro flcvimus a gremio. 
'Quot mihi tunc gemitus ex imo pcf6>ore dufti, 

Perque meas lacrymx quot cecidere genas^ 
£t Alices teftes, & plurima teilis anindo, 

£t Camus pigro triftior amne fiuens. 
Audiit ipfe etenim Deus, & miferata dolores 

Lubrica paulifpcr conftitit unda meos. 
Tunc ego j ros nymphae viridi circumlita mufco 

Atria quae colitis, tuque, vereride Deus, 
Audite O qualem abfentem ploramus amicumy 

Audite lit lacrymis au£Uor amnis eat. 
Pectoris is candore nives, conftaiitibus ar£ll 

Stellam animis, cert& fata vel ipfa fide ; 
Jlle & Amore cplumbas, ille & Maite leones 

Vincit, Pierias ingenioque Deas, 
Sive vocat jocus, & charites, & libera vini 

Gaudia, cumque fui matre fonandus Amor. 
Ille potefl. etiain numeros aequare canendo 

Sive tuos, Ovidi, five, Catulle, tuos. 
Sive admirantis moderatur Fraena theatri, 

It^ue cothumato Muia fuperba pede, 
f ulmina vel Sophoclis Lycophrontaeafve ten'ebrasj] 

Carminis autfaftus, ^fchyle magne, tui, 
Vincit munditiis & majeftate deco'rl, 

Tam bene natnram pin^ere tlo£ba manirs, 

6 ^^tft 
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Haec ego, cum fped^ans labentia flumina, vcrfus 
Vcnere in mentem, magne poeta tui. 

" Who for Preferments,** &c. [fee p. 59, 1. 20.J., 
" Premia quis mentis ingrat^ cxpeftet ab AuUj 
Omnis ubi exiguam captat fimul Aulicus efcam 
Gobio ? quis pifcis fapientior ilia vadola 
Fuiminis angufti coleret loca, pifciculorum 
Efurientem inter, trcpidantemque inter acervum, 
Qui dum quifque micat, medicatam ut glutiat ofiam, 
Trudunt, impellunt, truduntur, & impelluntur; 
Kec potius, latum gremio qu^ flumen aperto 
Invitaty totis pinnarum remigat aiis, 
£t requiem, & mufcos virides, pulchramque vocatus 
Ad libertatem prono delabitur alveo r" 

Quos tibi pro tali perfolvam carmine grates, 

O animi interpres, magne Poeta, mei ! 
Nos neque folicitae Natura efEnxit ad urbis 

Officia, aut fraudes, Aula dolofa, tuas : 
Nos procul a ccEno, & llrepitu, fumoque remotos. 

Cum Vencrc & Mufis myrtea fcena tegat ! 
Nos paribus cantare animis permittat Apollo 

Flammas mcque tuas, tcque, Otoaec, mcas. 
Ergone me penitus veftris haerere meduUis, 

Ergone (incerus me tibi junxit Amor ? 
Tu quoque, tu noftris habitas, mea vita, medullis, 

Tequc moo aetemus peftore figit Amor. 
In another Place. 
Qualia tu fcribis, vel qualia Carolus ille 
Nofler, amor Phcebi, Pieridumque decus. 

1 GO N^ 
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P O E M S 

BY THE 
EARL OF DORSET. 

TO MR.. EDWARD HOWARD, 

ON HIS 

Incomparable, Incomprchenfible Poim, called 
The BRITISH PRINCESS. 

COME on, ye Critics, find one fault who dares ; 
For read it backward, like a witch's prayers^ 
'T will do as well ; throw not away your jcfts 
On folid nonfenfe that abides all tcfts. 
Wit, like tierce-claret, when 't begins to pall, 
Negle6^ed lies, and 's of no ufe at all. 
But, in its full perfe61ion of decay, 
Turns vinegar, and comes again in play. 
Thou haft a brain, fuch as it is indeed ; 
■Oa what elfe ihould thy worm of fancy feed ? 
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Yet in a filbert I haw often known 

Maggots furvive, when all the kernel 's gone. 

This fimile toll (land in thy defence, 

'Gainft thofe dull rogues who now and then write fenici 

Thy ftyle *s the fame, whatever be thy theme, 

As fome digeftions turn all meat to phlegm : 

They lye, dear Ned, who fay thy brain is barren, 

Where deep cOTiceits, lilce maggots, breed in carrion. 

Thy Humbling founder'd )ade can trot as high 

As any other Pegafus can fly : 

So the dull eel moves nimbler in the mud, 

Than all the fwift-finn'd racers of the flood. 

As fl^ilful divers to the bottom fall 
Sooner than thofe who cannot fwim at all ; 
So in this way of writing, without thinking. 
Thou haft a ftrange alacrity in finking. 
Thou writ'ft below ev'n thy own natural parts, ^ 
And Svith acquir'd dulhefs and new arts I 

Of ftudy'4 nonfenfe, tak'ft kind readers hearts. J 
Therefore, dear Ned, at my advice, forbear 
Such loud complaints 'gainft Critics to prefer, 
Since thou art turn'd an arrant libeler ; 
Thou fett'ft thy name to what thyfelf doft write j 
Did ever libel yet fo iharply bite } 
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TO THE SAME. ON HIS PLAYS. 

THOU damn'd Antipodes ta common-fenfe, 
'Thou foil to Flccknoe, pr'ythcc mil from whence 
Does all this mighty dock of dutnefs fpring ? 
Is it thy ONvn, or haft it from Snow-hill, 
Affifted by fome ballad-making quill ? 
No, they fly higher yet, thy plays, are fuch, 
I*d fwear they were tranllated out of Dutch. 
Fain would I know what diet thou doft keep. 
If thou doft always, or doft never deep ? 
Sure hafty-pudding is thy chiefeft di(h, 
With bullock's liver, or fome ftinking fiflj : 
Garbage, ox-cheeks, and tripes, do fcaft thy brain, 
Which nobly pays this tribute back again. 
With daify-roots thy dwarfifli Mufe is fed, 
A giant's body with a pigmy's head. 
Canft thou not find, among thy numerous race 
Of kindred, one to tell thee that thy play» 
Are laught at by the pit, box, galleries, nay, ftage i 
Think on *t a while, and thou wilt quickly fmd 
Thy body made for labour, not thy mind. 
No other ufe of paper thou fhouldft make 
Than carrying loads and reams upon thy back. 
Carry vaft burdens till thy ihoulders ihr^nk. 
But curft be he that gives thep pen and ink : 
Such dangerous weapons fhould be kept from fools. 
As nurfes from their children, keep edg'd tools : 

For 
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For thy dull fancy a muckinder is fit 

To wipe the flabberinga of thy fnotty wit : 

And though *tis late, if juftice could be found, 

Thy plays like blind-bom pu()pies (hould be drown'd. 

For were it not that we re(pe£l afford 

Unto the fon of an heroic lord, 

Thine in the ducking-ftool fhould take her (cat, 

Dreft like herfelf in a great chair of ftate ; 

Wlicre like a Mufe of quality (he'd die, "J 

And thou thyfelf (halt make her elegy, > 

In the fame flrain thou writ'fl thy comedy, J 



TO SIR THOMAS S T» SERF, 

ON THE 

Printing his Play called " Tarugo's Wiles," 
1668. 

np A R U G O gave us wonder and delight, 

•*- When he oblig'd the world by candle-light : 
But now he *s ventured on the face of day, 
T' oblige and fervc his friends a nobler way ; 
Make all our old men wits, ftatefmen^'^the young : 
And teach ev'n Englifhmcn the Englifh tongue. 

James, on whofe reign all peaceful Itars did imilc, 
Did but attempt th* uniting oF our ifle. 
What kinj^s, and Nature, only could dcfign. 
Shall be accompliih'd by this work of thine, ' 

For, 
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For, who b fndia Codbxr iahkhan^ 
Pnnid of the y i tmy of &t fisvAam pat. 
To fconi thaf ncaoc, Vjr '•iach wr mar 
Boafi 'twas his mijauynu a s lmw a k tint plar ? 

Phoebaf himicif, iiiduifeat to mr Mnic, 
Has to the coimtrr faxt dsf kisd exotic ; 
Fair Norcheni Lais, ft is sot throogh negledt 
I court thee at a difiaoce, bst reiped ; 
I cannot a^ nnr paffion it ib grtat. 
But 1*1 J make up in light nrhat wantt ia heat; 
On thee I will bcftow my longeft dart. 
And crown thy (ont w th cvcriafHng bavs r 
My beams that reach thee (hall employ thdf powers 
To ripen fouls of men, not fruits or flowers. 
Let wanner climes my fadin? favours boaft, 
Poet» and ftars fhine brightell in the ho&, 

EPILOGUE TO MOLIERE'S TARTUFFE,- 

Tranflated by Mr. Mbdivrne* 
Spoken by Ta k t u p f b. 

TIT ANY have been the vain attempts of wit, 
■*"^-*' Againft the ft ill -prevailing hypocrite : 
Once, and but once, a poet got the day. 
And vanquilh'd Bufy in a puppet-play ; 
And Bufy, raillying, arm'd with zeal and rage, 
Poflefs'd the pulpit, and pull'd down the ftage. 
To laugh atEngliih knaves is dangerous then, 
While Englifh fools will think them honcfl men : 

Bat 
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But (lire no zealous brother can deny us 
Free leave with this our Monfieur Ananias : 
A man may fay, without being call'd an Atheift, 
There are damnM rogues among the French and Papift, 
That fix falvation to (hort band and hair. 
That belch and (huffle to prolong a prayer ; 
That u(e *^ enjoy thcr Creature," to exprefs 
Plain whoring, gluttony, and drunkennefs ; ■ 
And, in a decent way, perform them too 
As well, nay better far, perliaps, than you. 
Whofe flefhly failings are but fornication. 
We godly phrafe it " gofpel-propagation," 
Juft ^s rebellion was call'd reformation- 
Zeal ftands but fentry at the gate of fin, 
Whilft all that have the word pafs freely in : 
Silent, and in the dark, for fear of fpies. 
We march, and take Damnation by furprize. 
There 's not a roaring blade in all this town 
Can go fo far towards hell for half a crown 
As I for fix -pence, for I know the way ; 
For want of guides, men are too apt to ftray r 
Therefore give ear to what I Ihall advife. 
Let every marry M man that *s grave and wife 
Take a Tartufic of known ability. 
To teach and to increafe his family ; 
Who (hall fo fettle lafting reformation, 
Firfl getliisfoD; then give him education. 
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EPILOGUE, 

O y THE 

Revival of Bev Jovfov's Pisv^ ciukd 

**EvE»YMA3f IX HIS HVMZfVZ.** 

INTREATT flail cot fore, aor vaolaicc. 
To make me ipc«V m fuch a play't dcz€Z£/c ; 
A play, where wit and humour <So agree 
To break all pn6d%*d laws of Comedy. 
The fcene (w-hat okw abfurd !) in Eagland lies. 
No gods deicendy nor dancmg devils rife ; 
No captive prince from tmknown country brought^ 
No battle; nay, there 's fcarce a duel fought : 
And fomething yet more iharply might be (aid. 
But I coniider the poor audK>r*s dead : 
Let that be his excufe — nam for cur own. 
Why,— faith, in my opinion, wi need none. 
The parts were fitted well ; but ibme will (ay. 
Pox on them, rogues, what made them choofe this play > 
I do. noti doubt but you will credit me. 
It was not choice, but mere neceffiry : 
To all our writing friends, in town, we fent. 
But not a wit durft venture out in Lent : 
Have patience but till Eafter-term, and then. 
You ihalLbave Jigg and hobby-horfe again. 

A . Here's 
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Here's Mr. Matthew, our d'omeftic wit *, 

Does promife one o* th' ten plays he has writ : 

But fincc great bribes weigh nothing with the juft. 

Know, we have merits, and to them we tnill. 

When any fafts, or holidays, defer 

Tlie public labours of the theatre, 

Wc ride not forth, although the day be fair. 

On ambling tit, to take the fuburb air ; 

But with our authors meet, and fpend that time 

To make up quarrels between fenfe and rhyme, 

Wednefdays and Fridays confbntly we fate. 

Till after many a long and free debate. 

For diverfe weighty reafons 't was thought fit. 

Unruly fenfc Ihould fiill to rhyme fubmit ; 

This, the mod wholfome law vrt ever made. 

So ftri£bly in his epilogue obey'd. 

Sure no man here will ever dare to breaks—* 

[Enter Jonson's Ghoft.] 
Hold, and give way, fori myfelf will fpeak ; 
Can you encourage fo much infolence. 
And add new faults ftill to the great offence. 
Your anceftors fo raihly did commit, 
Againft the mighty powers of art and wit ? 
Wlien they condemned thofe noble works of mine, 
Scjanus, and my bell-lov'd Catiline. 
Repent, or on your guilty heads fhall hli 
The curfe of many a rhyming pafloral. 
The three bold Beauchamps (hall revive again. 
And with the London prentice conquer Spain. 
♦ Matthew M^boxxni^ aa eminent a6ton 
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All the dull follies of the former age, 
Shall find applaufe on this corrupted fbge. 
But if you pay the great arrears of praife. 
So long fince due to my much-injur*d plays. 
From all paft crimes 1 firft will fet you free. 
And then infpire fome one to write like me* 

SONG. 

Written at Sea, la the firft Datch War, 1665, 
the Night before an Engagement. 

T. 

TO all yott ladies now at land. 
We ifien, at fea, indite ; 
But firft would have you underhand. 

How hard it is to write ; 
The Mufes now, and Neptune too, 
We muft implore to write to you. 
With a fa, la, la, la, la. 

II. 

For though the Mufes (hould prove kind. 

And fill our empty brain ; 
Yet if rough Neptune rouzc the wind, 

To wave the azure main, 
Our paper, pen, and ink, and we, 
Roll up and down our (hips at fca, 

With a £a, &c. 

O* 'TO..Tt«ck 
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III. 
Then if Wc write not by each poft. 

Think not we are unkind ; 
Nor yet conclude our (hips are loft. 

By Dutchmen, or by wind : 
Our tears we *11 fend a ipeedier way, 
The tide ihall bring them twice a-day. 

With a fa, &c. 

IV. 
The king, witK wonder and furpri&y 

Will fwear the feas grow J^old^ 
Becaufe the tides will higher rife^ 

Than e'er they us'd of old : 
But let him know, it is our tears 
Bring floods of grief to Whitehall flaiM«: « 

With a fa, &c. 

V. 
Should foggy Opdam chance to know 

Our fad and difmal flory j 
The Dutch would fcorn fo weak a foe. 

And quit their fort at Goree : 
For what refiftance can they find 
From men who've left. their heacts behind ! 

With a fa, -&c. 

^ VI. 

Let wind and weather do its worft. 

Be you to us but kind ; 
Let Dutchmen vapour, Spaniards curie. 

No forrow we fhall find : 
*Tis then no matter how things go, 
X)r who 's our friend, or who *8 our foe. 

With a fa, Sec. , ^ IX. T 
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vn. 

To pafs our tedious bfiurs away,. 

We throw a.m^xry.main ; 
Or elfe at feripu^ ombre play ;; ^ » 

But, why fliould we in yai» 

Each other's ruin thus purfue > 

We were undone when we left you. .„ 

With a fa, &c. 

"Vlll. 

But now 0115 fears te^poftuous groysr. 

And call our hopes away j 
Whilll you, regardlefs of oiirwoe. 

Sit carelefs at a (.lay : 
Perhaps, p^^it fome happier man 
'To kifs your hand, or flirt your fan. 

With a fa,* &c. 

IX. 
When any mournful tune you hear^ 

That dies in every note ; 
As if it figh*d with each man's care. 

For being fo remote 5 
Think how often love we've made 
To you, when all thofe tunes were play'd. 

With k fa, &c. 

X. 
In juftice you cannot refufe, 

To think of our difh^s ; ; 

When we for hopes of honour lofe 

Our certain happtnefs ; 
All thoie defigns are but to prove 
Ourfelves mor^ Worthyjof your love* 
. With a fa, &c. 

O 3 XI ^^4 
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XI. 
And now we've told yOu all otnr loves 

And likewife alT our fears $ 
In hopes this declaration mores 

Some pity from your tears ; 
Let 's hear of no inconfiancr. 
We have too much of that at fta. 
With a fa, la, la, la, la. 

On the Countefs of DORCHES 
Miftrefs to King J A M E S the Second, 

f. 

npELL me, Dorinda, whyiagiy, 
■*• Why ftich embroidery, fringe, and 
Can any drefles find a way, 
To flop th* approaches of decay, 

And mend a ruin'd face ? 
II. 
Wilt thou ftill fparkle in the box, 

Still ogle in the ring ? 
Canft thou forget thy age and pox ? 
Can all that (hincs on ihells and rocks 

Make thee a fine young thix»g ? 
III. 
So have I feen in larder dark 

Of veal a lucid loin ; 
Replete with many a brilliant ipark. 
As wife philofophers remark. 

At once both ilink and ihine. 
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ON THE SAME. 

I. 

PROUD with the fpoils of royal cully. 
With falfe pretence to wit and parts. 
She fwaggers like a batter'd bully, 
To try the tempers of mens hearts. 
IT. 
Though (he appear as glittering fine. 

As gems, and jetts, and paint, can make her ; 
She ne'er can win a breaft like mine ; 
The devil and Sir David * take her. 



KNOTTING. 

AT noon, in a funfliiny day. 
The brighter lady of the May, 
young Chloris innocent and gay, 

Sat knotting in a fliade : 
Each (lender finger play'd its part. 
With fuch a6tivity and art, 
As would inflame a youthfyl heart. 

And warm the moft decayed. * 

tier favourite fwain, by chance, canae by, 
^e faw no anger in her eye ; 
iTet when the bafliful boy drew nigh, 

She would have feem'd afraid. 

* Sir David Colyear, late &rl of Portrtiore. 

O4 SH- 
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She let her ivory needle fall. 
And hiu-rdaway the twiAed ball : 
But ftraight gave Strephon fuch a call. 
As would have rais'd the dead. 

Dear gentle youth, is *t none but thee ? 
With innocence I dare be free j 
By fo much truth and modeRj 
No nymph ^as e'er betray *d. 

Come lean thy head upon my lap ; 
While thy fmooth cheeks I ftrokc and clap^ 
Thou may'ftfccurclytake a nap; 
Which he, poor fool, oliey'd. 

She fawhim yawn, and heard him (hore,. 
And found him faft afleep all o'er. 
She figh'd, and could endure no more. 
But flarting up, Ihe faid. 

Such virtue fhall rewarded be : 
For this thy dull fidelity, 
I '11 truft you with my flocks, not me, 
Purfue thy grazing trade ; 

Go, milk thy goats, and (hear thy iheep. 
And watch all nfght thy flocks to keep j 
Thou fhalt no more be lull*d afleep 
By me miflaVen maid. 
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THE ANTIQUATED COQUET, 
A Satire on a Lady of Ireland ♦. 

PHYLLIS, if you will notagticc, 
To give me back my liberty ; 
In fpite of you, I muft regain 
My lofs of time, and break your chain. 
You were miftaken, if you thought 
I was fo grofsly to be caught ; 
Or that I was fo blindly bred, 
As<not to be in woman read. 
Perhaps you took me fbr a fool, 
Dcfign'd alone your fex's tool ; 
Nay, you might think fo mad a thing, 
That, with a little fafliioning, 
I might in time,, for your dear fkke. 
That monfter call'd a hufband make : 
Perhaps I might, had I not found. 
One darling vice in you abound ; 
A vice to me, which e*er will prove. 
An antidote to banifh love. 
O ! I could better bear an old. 
Ugly, diieas'd, mif-fhapen fcold. 
Or one who games, or will be drunk, 
A fool, a fpendthrift, bawd, or punk, 
Than one at all who wildly flies, 
And, with foft, aflting, giving eyes, 

* Suppofed to'bc of the name of ClanbraziJ. 
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And thoufand other wanton arts. 

So meanly trades in pegging hearts. 

How might fuch wondrous charms perplex^ 

Give chains, or death, to all our kx, 

Did Ihe not'fo unwifelyfet, 

For every fluttering fool her net 1 

So poorly proud of vulgar praiie» 

Her very look her thoughts betrays } 

She never ftays till we begin* 

But beckons us herfelf to fin. 

Ere we can aik, (he cries conient. 

So quick her yielding looks are fent. 

They hope foreftal, and ev*n defire prevent. 

But Nature's tum*d when women woo^ 

We hate in them what we ihould do j 

Defire *s a deep, and cannot wake, 

When women fuch advances make : 

Both time and charms thus Phyllis wailesy 

Since each mufl furfeit qre he taftes. 

Nothing efcapes her wandering eyes, 

No one (he thinks too mean a prize j 

Kv'n Lynch *, the lag of human kind, 

Neareft to brutes by God de(ign*d, 

May boaft the fmiles of this coquet. 

As much as any man of wit. 

The figns hang thinner in the Strand, 

The Dutch fcarce more infeft the land. 

Though Egypt's locu(ls they outvie. 

In number and voracity. 

* A notorious debauchee. 

^Vhorc5 
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'Whores are not half (b pltmty Ibaod, 
In play-houiey ordiat baiknr'd gproitod 
Of Temple-Walks, or Whetfianc's Patk ; 
CarefTes lefs abound in Spark ** 
Then with kind looks for all who come. 
At bawdy-honiey the Dnwing'tooai s 
But all in vain ihe thioors her darts. 
They hit, but cannoc hurt our beam i 
Age has enerv'd her cfaamis lb moch 
That f eark& all her eyes approadb ; 
Each her autumnal faoe degrades. 
With << Reverend Mother of the Maid^ ?" 
But 'tis ill-jiatur*d to run on. 
Forgetting what her cfaams have dose $ 
To Teagueland we this beauty owe, 
Teagueland her earlieft charms did know ; 
There firft her tyrant beauties reign 'd ^ 
Where'er ibe look'd, ihe conqucft gun*d« 
No heart the glances could repe], 
'JThc Testes in flioals before her fell j 
And trotting bogs was all the art. 
The found had left to fave his heart* 
She kilPd {o faft, by my ialvatsot}, 
She near difpeopled Jialf the nation : 
Though ihe, good fbul, to tec took care 
Ally all (he could from fad delpair. 
From thence ihe hither came to prove 
If yet her charms could kindle iovt : 

* Elizabeth Spark, a noted courtezan* 

But 
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But, ah ! it was too late to try, 
For Spring was gone, and Winter nigh : 
Yet though her eyes fuch conquefts made. 
That they were Ihunn'd, or elfc obey'd, 
Yet now her charms are fo decay'd. 
She thanks )each coxcomb that will deign 
To praife her face, and wear her chain. 

So feme old foldier, who had done 
Wonders in youth, and battles won. 
When feeble years his ftrength depofe. 
That he. too \^ak to vanquifh grows. 
With mangled face and wooden leg. 
Reduced about for alms to beg, 
O'erjoyM, a thoufand thanks beftows 
On him who but a farthing throws. 
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ToChloris, from the "Blind Archer.'* 

I. 

AH ! Chloris, 'tis time to difarm your bright eyes, 
And lay by thofe terrible glances j 
We live in an age that 's more civil and wife 
Than to follow the rules of romances. 
II. 
When once your round bubbles begin but to pout. 

They '11 allow you no long time of courting ; 
And you'll find it a very hard tafk to hold out ; 
For all maidens are moital at fourteen. 

SONG. 



[ 4©5 3 

) N a 



METHINKS tfa« poor town hai been troubled urn 
long. 
With Phyllis and Chloru in every foog. 
By fools, who at once can both love and de(pair. 
And will never leave calling them cruel and fair j 
Which juftly provokes me in rhyme to exf refs 
The truth that I know of bonny Black Bcfu. 
11. 

This Befs of my heart, this Befs of my foul. 
Has a ikin white as milk, and hair black as a coal ; 
She 's plump, yet widi eaie you may fpan round berwai/l. 
But her round (welling. thighs can fcarce be embrac'd : 
Her belly is foft, not a word of the reft t 
But I know what I think, when I drink to the bed. 
III. 

The plowman and 'fquire, the arranter clown, 
At home fhe fubdued in her paragon «gown ; 
But now (he adorns both the boxes and pit. 
And the proudell town gallants arc forc'd to fubniit ; 
All hearts fall a-leaping wherever (he rt)mc«, 
And beat day and night, like my Lord Craven's drums. 

rv. 

I dare not permit jier to come to Whitehall^ 
For fhe'd out-fliine the ladies, paint, jewels, and all r 
If a lord Ihould but whifper his love in the crowd. 
She 'd fell him a bargain,- and laugh out aloud : 

' 6 Tb«."c< 
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Then the Queen, over-hearing what Betty did (a; 
Would fend Mr. Roper to take her away. 
V. 
But to thofe that have had my dear Befs in thei 
She's gentle, and knows how to foften her chann 
And to every beauty can add a new grace. 
Having leam'd how to lifp, and to trip in her p: 
And with head on one (ide, and a languf ihing e; 
To kill us by looking as if ihe would die. 

S ON G. 

I. 

lyyl' AY the ambitious ever find 
^^ Succefs in crowds and noiie. 
While gentle love does fill my mind 
With filent real joys ! 
II. 
May knaves and fools grow rich and greats 

And the world think them wife. 
While I lie dying at her feet. 
And all the world defpife. 
• III. 

J^ conquering kings new triumphs raife^ 

And melt in Court delights; 

Her eyes can give much brighter days^ 

Her arms much fofter nights. 



K -^^^^ 
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A FRENCH SONG PARAPHRASED. 



I 



N gray-hair'd Caelia's wither'^ an&s 
As mighty Lewis lay. 
She cry^dy If I have any chanm. 
My deareft, let 's aoray* 

For yon, my Lore* is al! my few f 

Hark ! how the drums do rat^ie f 
Alas, Sir? what Ihould you do here 

In dreadful day of bsKcle .^ ' 

Let little Orange iby aad ight^ 

For danger 't his dhrerfion ; 
The wift will think yaa so the riffrt. 

Not to expoie yoqr perlbn s 

Nor vex your dwughts how to wtfW 

The ruins of your glory i 
Yoa ought to leave ib mcaa a can 

To thofe who pen your fiory. 

Are not Boilcau and Concille paid 

For panegyric writing ? 
They know how heroes may be madc« 

Without the help of fighting* 

When foes too (aucily approach^ 

*Ti8 beft to leave then fairly * 
Put fix good hories to your coach. 

And cany me to Marly. ■ 

1 \j«x 
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Let Bouflers, to fecure your fame. 
Go take fome town or buy it ; 
« Wbilft you, great Sir^ at Ndtredame^ 
Xe Deum fing in quiet. 



s o N g; 

pTHYLLIS, the fatreft of Love's foes,. 
•*• Though .fiercer than a dragon, 
Phyllis, that fcorn^d.the powder d beaux,. 

What has fhe now to bi^ag on ? 
So long fhe kept her legs fo clofe, 

Till they had fcarce a rag on. 

Compell'd through want, this wretched maid 

Did fad complaints begin ; 
Which furly Strephon hearing, faid. 

It was bothihame and fin, 
To pity fuch a lazy jade. 

As will neither play nor fpih. 



SONG. 

Do R I N D A* s fparkling wit and eyes, 
United, caiV too fierce a light. 
Which blazes high, but quickly dies. 
Pains not die heart, but hurts the fight. 



A SONG. »o^ 

Love is a calmer*, gentler joy, 

Smooth are his looks, and foft his pEcej 

Her Cupid is a black-guard bey, 
That runs his link full in your face. 

SONG. 

SYLVIA, methinks you are unfit 
For your great lord's embrace j 
For though we all allow you wit. 
We can't a handfomc face. 

Then where 's the plcafure, where 's the good. 

Of fpending time and coll ? 
For if your wit bcn't undcrftood. 

Your keeper's biifs is lofl. 



S O N G. 

I. 

T3 H Y L L I S, for fiiamc let us improve 
-■■ A thoufand different ways, 
Thofe few (hort moments fnatch'd by love. 
From many tedious days, 

11. 
If you want courage to deljiife 

The ccnfure of the grave. 
Though Love's a tyrant in your eyes, 

Your heart is but a Have. 
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III. 
My love is full of noble pride. 

Nor can it c*cr fubmit. 
To let that fop, Difcretion, ride 

In triumph over it. 

IV. 
Falfe fnends I have, as well as you^ 

Who daily counfel me 
Fame and Ambition to purfucy 

And leave off loving thee. 
V. 
But when the lead regard I fhew 

To fook who thus advile, 
May I be dull enough to grow 

Moft miferably wife ! 



SON 

I. 

CORYDON beneath a willow. 
By a cnurmuring current laid. 
His arm reclin'd, the lover's pillow. 
Thus addrefs'.d the charming maid. 

IL 
O ! my SachariiTa, tell 

How could Nature take delight, 
That a heart fo hard (hould dwell 

In a frame fo foft and white. 



\»..^. 



